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	1. Prologue

_**This is a story inspired by Mr. Chaos' Harry Potter/Pokemon crossover series, which will soon be incorporated in this one, making this story a How To Train Your Dragon/Harry Potter/Pokemon three-way crossover. I do have permission from him to use his world, and I hope you go and enjoy the original as well.**_

_**I hope you enjoy.**_

_**Sincerely,**_

_**ChibiLover123**_

* * *

><p>Twelve days north of Hopeless, and a few degrees south of Freezing to Death, sits the Valhalla region.<p>

A series of mountainous islands and towering rock formations, this is where the great Vikings of old, and their slightly more reasonable descendants, finally retreated after generations of battle.

With mild summers and harsh winters, Ice-types found this region to be a perfect home, alongside the Rock- and Ground-types that populated the peaks year-round, and Fighting-types often tested their mettle against the dangerous treks to the top.

Only one type of Pokemon outnumbered all of these, a plague to the villages that took root too close to their nests…

_Dragons_.


	2. Chapter 1

"Meatlug, Harden! Sharpshoot, Smokescreen! Now, Iron Head and Ember!"

A cloud of dark smoke obscured the clearing, taking away all sight as the battle cries of two Pokemon filled the air, followed by the powerful CRACK and rumble of shattering stone.

The ash cleared moments later, thanks to a strong ocean breeze, and Hillevi started to smile at the sight of their target, now a pile of charred rubble.

"You did it…"

The tiny Charmander roared in triumph-_hopelessly adorable instead of intimidating, given her size_-as Aron chirped, hopping about in her own victory dance.

Shoving a hand through her messy, reddish-brown hair, Hillevi chuckled breathlessly, gold stars sparking in her green eyes.

"You did it. You really did it!"

Rushing forward, the eleven-year-old dropped to her knees in the dirt to embrace her Pokemon, laughing outright as they bowled her over in return.

"Aw, look who's caught up with the big kids!"

Their happy bubble popped in an instant, both Pokemon leaping up in defense of their trainer against the new arrivals.

"Knock it off, Snotlout." Hillevi replied, rolling over and stumbling to her feet as the group approached, shoulders hunching defensively.

"It's just so pathetic." The older boy continued, his Gurdurr and Pangoro flanking him silently. "It took two of your little baby Pokemon to do what mine could before they even evolved!"

"Yeah, it's pretty sad." Ruffnut agreed, leaning on one of their Dugtrio's heads nonchalantly.

"Totally sad." Tuffnut added, smirking as their Dodrio bobbed all three heads in a nod.

Sharpshoot growled, tail-flame flaring, as a sound like grinding metal escaped Meatlug's chest in a threatening rumble.

"Come on, guys. Weren't we going to the mess hall for lunch?" Fishlegs cut in, Carbink hovering nervously around his head as Shuckle hid partly behind the boy's-_admittedly thin_-legs.

"In a minute." Snotlout sneered, taking a threatening step forward that had his smaller cousin retreating twice as many. "I think we should teach the little baby how to _really_ fight."

Pangoro and Gurdurr shifted almost uneasily, while Dugtrio and Dodrio shared a glance, unmoving.

Neither Sharpshoot nor Meatlug paid attention to the Pokemon; their attention was firmly on Snotlout and the twins, seeing the real threat to their trainer immediately.

"Yeah, why not play a game of Hiccup the Piñata?" Hillevi responded, no longer hunching into herself as she glared right back. "It never gets old."

Fishlegs visibly floundered as the rest of his group advanced, Carbink whining softly as Shuckle immediately retreated into his shell.

"Getting brave, huh? Well, I'll just-"

"What are you doing?"

Everyone froze, slowly turning their heads to meet the blue-eyed glare of Astrid Hofferson.

Slapping her tail against the ground, Dewgong growled lowly at the group of bullies as Heracross lowered his head, horn shining in the sunlight.

"N-Nothing!" Snotlout quickly assured, scrambling to retreat. "We were just talking to the Hiccup about her training!"

Tuffnut nodded rapidly in agreement alongside his twin, neither wanting a repeat of the last time Astrid had caught them red-handed.

She might not particularly like the smaller girl or her lack of strength, but the blonde disliked wasting time even more.

Eyeing the group for a moment, clearly unconvinced, Astrid turned her attention to Hillevi and sized the other girl up.

"You should focus on speed." She noted, gaze sliding over her small, unevolved Pokemon. "Until you get stronger."

With that advice given, Astrid turned on her heel and started off, not glancing back to see if the others were following.

Fishlegs and the twins rushed to catch up with their Pokemon, but Snotlout delayed long enough to sneer at his cousin, irritated.

"Later, _loser_."

The moment they all disappeared from sight, Hillevi dropped to the dirt in a graceless heap, trembling with adrenaline and anger.

Whining softly, like rusted gears, Meatlug bumped her head against their girl's side as Sharpshoot clambered onto her lap and attempted to wrap her arms around the reddish-brunette, tail-flame safely held away.

Passing a hand over the Fire-type's head, Hillevi reached down to hold them both close, taking a deep breath.

"Stupid Snotlout…" She muttered fiercely. "I don't know how Gurdurr and Pangoro stand him…"

Sharpshoot huffed a laugh, nuzzling closer, and Meatlug shrugged as she plopped down, purring like an old motor as the preteen rubbed at just the right places.

"I don't care what he says." Hillevi decided, straightening her shoulders. "I may not be any good at fighting, but you two are plenty strong."

An idea sparked across her eyes like lightning, and she grinned widely.

"And I know just how to prove it!"

The two Pokemon shared a look, exasperated and worried, as Hillevi stumbled to her feet.

_Here we go again_.


	3. Chapter 2

The village of Berk sat on a series of cliffs and hills overlooking a sheer drop to the ocean, all salt-stained wood and fading paint, surrounded on all other sides by thinned forest and segmented fields.

Here, survival demanded strength of body and strong Pokemon to drive off the raids of Dragon-types that plagued the island.

Pokemon were soldiers-in-arms, comrades, but not much else; names given to a lifelong companion as a young child were often dropped before their tenth birthday, and evolution happened not long after.

_Astrid had been the first of their generation, at seven years old, when her Seel became a Dewgong_.

Stoick the Vast, head of the Ancient and Noble House of Haddock and Chief of Berk, was the strongest warrior and trainer on the island.

It was said his Walrein could blanket entire isles in blizzards with little trouble, and that his Mamoswine could shake mountains into rubble with an errant strike.

The man himself had apparently bested Dragon-types with his bare hands as a child, wrestling them into submission, and-_given his size_-no one doubted the stories.

It was a tragedy in the villagers' eyes that his only child had none of the trademark Haddock strength or prowess, and that no other heirs were forthcoming from their heartbroken leader.

Even having been given her Pokemon at an earlier age than all the others, Hillevi had remained a constant disappointment, failing milestones her fellows passed with ease.

She could not wield an ax or a hammer, could hardly lift a sword, and her Pokemon showed no sign of evolving even years after they should have.

Hillevi Horrendous Haddock was the runt of the litter, a Hiccup who had never outgrown calling her Pokemon silly names, and no one let her forget it.

_Just this once, she was going to prove all of them wrong_.

* * *

><p>"Come on, you two! We're almost there!"<p>

Sharpshoot and Meatlug shared an exasperated, fond look at the repeated assurance.

The trio had been trekking through the forest for hours in search of a supposed clearing in the mountains that was allegedly home to a great dragon Pokemon, and Hillevi was intent on battling this mythological beast.

_She was determined to prove that the Haddock legacy would not end with her father_.

Hopping over a few tree roots to reach the girl's side, Meatlug forged ahead to clear a path for her clumsy trainer as Sharpshoot leapt onto a protruding rock, scanning the forest for danger.

Smiling at their protectiveness, Hillevi ducked under a low branch, feet sliding on the loose dirt path winding through the trees.

Planting her hands on the slope to keep her balance, the reddish-brunette pulled herself further up the slope, ignoring the scratches on her face and the soil caked on her palms.

Sharpshoot jumped onto the girl's back, one paw gripping her braid for balance, tail-flame held high to better illuminate the darkening forest.

"Thanks, girl." Hillevi voiced, reaching up with one hand to rub the Charmander's jaw in gratitude.

Purring at the attention, Sharpshoot straightened and called ahead to the third member of their group.

A sharp cry cut through the quiet air, and Hillevi stumbled, green eyes wide.

"Meatlug!"

Nearly face-planting in her haste, she raced up the incline in a panic, Sharpshoot clinging to her shoulders to keep from being flung off.

Crashing through the underbrush blocking her path, the eleven-year-old burst into an unexpected clearing, falling to her knees and skidding to a stop in wide-eyed surprise.

Whining like distressed machinery, Meatlug rushed to her trainer's side, nudging insistently as Sharpshoot slid to the ground, shocked.

The clearing was like a massive plateau cutting into the mountainside, ringed by trees and massive boulders covered in moss, with a cave on the far side big enough to allow entry for Stoick and both his Pokemon walking side-by-side.

Lying in the center of this great open space was the biggest Pokemon Hillevi had ever seen, all black scales and yellow-red trim, long body flopped gracelessly on the red-stained grass.

Surprise gave way to alarm at the sight, and she stumbled upright, struggling to remove her pack as she moved closer.

The gigantic Pokemon was covered in minor scrapes and bruises, but a long gash stretched over one segment of fins in a-_surprisingly clean_-line, the sluggish bleeding hidden rather well by the dark hide.

Dumping the contents of her pack on the grass, Hillevi dropped down to gather up three large cream jars, a pack of wide gauze pads, and the widest medical tape she had.

"Meatlug, make sure he's okay."

The Aron chirped an affirmative, bounding towards the-_much larger_-Pokemon's head without a moment's hesitation, and Sharpshoot peered up at their trainer in concerned curiosity.

"I'm gonna need your help with this one, girl." Hillevi admitted, rubbing a hand over the Fire-type's head in a soothing motion. "That cut's way too big for me to just bandage, and I don't think stitches are gonna hold. You'll need to cauterize it to stop the bleeding."

The tiny Charmander nodded, determined, and called a warning to their Iron-type companion before jumping onto the eleven-year-old's shoulder.

Putting the essentials back into her pack, Hillevi swung it over the opposite shoulder and started clambering up the enormous Pokemon's side with some difficulty, boots slipping and hands coming away red.

Each breath caused the gash to gape open, a fresh wave of blood gushing over the edge, and Hillevi pressed her hands against both sides on one end to hold the wound closed.

"Careful." She cautioned, staying incredibly still as Sharpshoot shifted for a better angle.

Tail-flame flaring in preparation, she breathed a thin stream of fire onto the slice, scales heating as the flesh seared together.

Pain cut through the huge Pokemon's current unconsciousness, and he bucked with a roar, nearly unseating Hillevi and Sharpshoot with the movement.

"It's alright." Hillevi assured, voice shaking with adrenaline at the thought of falling from such a height. "It's okay, we're just trying to help. It'll only hurt for a little bit, I promise, and then you'll feel better. Please, just let us help."

Wide green eyes met glowing green, the whole world holding its breath in that one moment…

The great beast huffed, going limp, and Hillevi let out a breath.

As Meatlug reached up to soothe their awakened patient, the reddish-brunette refocused on the task at hand, palms sliding on wet scales as she pushed the next segment of the cut together.

"Sharpshoot."

Clinging tighter to her girl's braid, the Charmander took a deep inhale and let out another stream of flame, precise as a laser.

Muscles tensed under her hands, and Hillevi hummed a half-remembered lullaby, petting softly as the wound was meticulously closed, an angry red scar between smooth scales.

Once the last centimeters were closed, the eleven-year-old reached into her pack with a crimson hand to pull out a jar, unscrewing the lid as Sharpshoot leaned over, curious.

"Help me spread this." She ordered, scooping out a good portion of the contents and spreading it thickly over the fresh burn.

A deep sigh rumbled through the body underneath them at the feeling, and the Charmander nodded, hopping down to better massage the burn cream in as Hillevi focused on covering every inch as quickly as possible.

Meatlug chirped in relief, snuggling up to the humongous Pokemon's jaw as he began to purr, and whatever tension resided in the girl's shoulders leaked away.

It took all three jars to coat the wound, and she started laying out the gauze pads, smiling in thanks as Sharpshoot tore strips of medical tape with her teeth to keep the material in place.

Together, girl and Pokemon finish dressing the burn in no time at all, and Hillevi checked the edges one last time before sliding off.

Stumbling a step at the landing, she gasped as a large, clawed hand blocked her fall.

Green eyes met green once again, and that large head inched closer, hesitating a moment before nudging her softly, purring.

That little bubble of worry in her chest burst, and a lopsided grin took over Hillevi's face as she pet the scaly head pressed against her torso, awed.

It suddenly hit her that this Pokemon was the one she had been searching for, so intent on proving her mettle, and now…

"You're just a big Teddiursa." The girl whispered fondly, giggling as the volume of purring increased, Meatlug and Sharpshoot nuzzling against warm scales. "Who could be scared of a big softie like you?"

Rumbling softly, as if half-heartedly arguing that he was plenty scary, the snake-like Pokemon curled his long body around the girl and her own team, green eyes half-lidded from exhaustion.

Sharpshoot and Meatlug settled down between their girl and their new friend, curled around each other and content.

Torn for a moment between what she felt was the right thing to do and what her father would say, Hillevi relaxed at the sight, deciding she did not regret her choice.

"It's alright, big guy." She assured, pressing a kiss to the dragon's scaly cheek.

A great green eye looked back at her, assessing, and her heart melted.

_In that moment, everything changed_.

"We'll take care of you."


	4. Chapter 3

The chain a heavy weight around her neck, Hillevi reached up to run trembling fingers over the small, black Poke Ball hanging from it.

Waves sloshed against the boat's sides as two Sharpedo pulled it through the water, and Sharpshoot whined pitifully, flopped over the railing and tinged green with seasickness.

Distracted from her turbulent thoughts, the preteen reached over and rubbed the Charmander's back in soothing circles, humming softly.

"Are you sure you don't want to be in your Poke Ball?" She wondered, concerned.

The tiny Fire-type shook her head fiercely, turning violently green from the sharp movements and immediately expelling whatever was left in her belly right into the ocean.

Pulling a handkerchief from her sweater-dress pocket, Hillevi cuddled her Pokemon and cleaned her up, rubbing the Charmander's belly so she purred.

A soft note of birdsong preceded the light weight of a Swablu landing on her shoulder, and the girl smiled at the tiny blue bird.

"Hey, Stormfly. How are you feeling?"

Chirping brightly, the cotton-winged Pokemon snuggled into the girl's neck for a nap, clearly exhausted.

A series of growls and yips showed Hillevi exactly why the Flying-type was so tired.

Meatlug shoved herself between the two feuding Pokemon with little difficulty, clearly done with their nonsense.

Falling back on her tail, the young Axew yelped, glaring across at her rival as the little Tyrunt struggled off his back, jaws snapping irritably.

Stomping her forelegs, Meatlug scolded the younglings for their foolish rivalry, glaring at their lack of attention to her words.

Neither dared go after the other a second time, however, not with the metal-plated Aron standing between them, and Hillevi rolled her eyes in exasperated fondness.

"Hookfang, Skullcrusher, cool it."

The two Dragon-types grumbled irritably, but complied, earning a huff from the Iron-type Pokemon.

Shifting Sharpshoot into the crook of one arm, Hillevi tilted her head in invitation, giggling as the baby dragons rushed to get to her first.

Skullcrusher, using his more developed legs, leapt onto the girl's lap with relative ease and laughed at his rival's failure to repeat the results, snuggling into Hillevi's stomach.

Hookfang whined, peering up with big red eyes, and the eleven-year-old cooed as she scooped the small Dragon-type up, sitting back so all of the Pokemon could settle comfortably.

Climbing up onto the seat with care, knowing her weight could shift the whole boat if she jumped, Meatlug plopped down against her trainer's side with a sigh, already starting to rumble like an old engine.

Shoulders slumping as she was surrounded by purring, satisfied Pokemon, Hillevi tilted her head against the warm weight on one shoulder and sighed.

Metal tapped against the salt-worn fiberglass of the boat deck as her mind drifted, a reminder of why she was on this trip in the first place.

Warmth pulsed from the sphere hanging over her heart, soothing the girl's doubts.

Eyes drifting closed, she hummed a few notes of a faintly-familiar lullaby, content to let time pass by.

A heavy hand shook her unoccupied shoulder what felt like only minutes later, and Hillevi blinked sleep from her eyes, confused.

"Lady Haddock, we're almost there." Mulch explained, his Floatzel scanning the horizon dutifully. "You should get all of your little ones into their Poke Balls before we dock."

Now more or less awake, the young preteen nodded, straightening up to finish waking her Pokemon as Mulch returned to guiding the boat.

"Time to get in your Poke Balls, guys." She cooed, pulling the discarded belt closer to her on the bench as they dropped to the rolling deck.

Picking up a dark green Poke Ball with a grey clasp, Hillevi held it out to Hookfang, who happily pressing the button and was gone in a flash of red light.

Carefully setting that one back down, the reddish-brunette chose a bronzed Poke Ball next, unable to help a smile at the pout Skullcrusher gave her before letting himself be returned.

Stormfly chirped, spinning in a tight circle, as her Poke Ball was brought out next, this one sky-colored with a white clasp.

Once the three younglings were safely put away, Hillevi wrapped the belt around her hips, one end hanging loose thanks to it's size.

Metal tapped against metal, and she looked down to see Meatlug nudging her new prosthetic, big blue eyes peering back up sadly.

"Hey, none of that." Hillevi assured, passing a hand over the Iron-type's head with a sad smile. "Doesn't even ache anymore, so stop fussing."

Patting her leg right over where the prosthetic was strapped tight with leather bands, Sharpshoot shook her head affectionately, leaning close as the boat finally slowed.

"We're here, Lady Haddock." Mulch called from the bow, Floatzel barking an order to Slowbro as the dim Pokemon attempted to unknot the anchor rope with Bucket.

"Coming!"

Struggling to stay upright as her prosthetic slipped on the slick, bobbing deck, Hillevi held onto the railing with one hand as she ventured towards the port side.

A few yards ahead was the dock they were aimed for, mostly empty except for the solitary figure waiting for them, but she was hardly surprised.

Stoick had been adamant that sending her to Avalon was for her safety, and having a whole city of people witness to her arrival would make her absence from home apparent much too soon.

The Sharpedo slowed as they came parallel to the wooden construct, giving Bucket and Mulch the opening needed to throw tethering lines, and Slowbro-_seemingly by accident_-knocked the anchor into the water with a huge splash.

Giggling as Floatzel rolled his eyes, exasperated, Hillevi reached over to pet the Water-type.

"Good job."

Slowbro smiled, slow and pleased, pushing up into the contact with a happy little warble that had Bucket beaming in joy.

Clambering up onto her shoulder, Sharpshoot peered around to take in the man waiting calmly on the dock, tail waving.

He was certainly older than Stoick, hair completely white and with a long beard that almost completely concealed his brightly colored shirt from view, wearing a long lab coat and striped socks of at least four different colors.

But there was a twinkle in his eyes behind those half-moon glasses, like a kindly grandfather, and some of Hillevi's unease dissipated.

The gangplank was lowered carefully by Mulch and Floatzel, and Bucket offered his hand to help the unsteady girl down.

Smiling in thanks, Hillevi gratefully accepted the extra support, putting her right foot on the slick steps to keep from tempting a spill as Meatlug scrambled to follow.

Once safely on the dock-_for the most part_-, the reddish-brunette paused for a moment to gather her wits before facing this new person, one hand immediately rising to find some comfort in Sharpshoot's warm scales.

"Hello, Hillevi." He replied warmly, apparently content with the minimal conversation. "It's a pleasure to finally meet the daughter of my old friend. I am Albus Dumbledore, headmaster of Hogwarts."

"Hello, Mr. Dumbledore, sir." She responded, tripping over what exactly to call the older man. "It's, uh…It's nice to meet you, too."

Holding onto the girl's messy braid for support, Sharpshoot leaned closer, barking a greeting.

Shuffling on stubby legs, Meatlug peered up shyly, chirping a hello as well.

"And who would these young ladies be?" Dumbledore wondered, offering his hand for the Fire-type to properly scent.

"Sharpshoot." Hillevi introduced, shoulders loosening. "And Meatlug."

The man paused, surprised, and she immediately scolded herself.

_He was a friend of her father's, of __**course**__ he would know how strange it was for someone from Valhalla to name their Pokemon, let alone keep at it as long as she had, and now he'd think she was an immature little baby_-

"Interesting." Dumbledore replied, smiling. "I'm sure they live up to their titles."

Blinking up at him, Hillevi could not find words to fit this strange situation at all, and even Sharpshoot paused, smoke dissipating from her maw as her instinctual response was cut short.

"Lady Haddock, I'm afraid it's time for us to go." Mulch cut in, resigned. "Will you be okay without us?"

Brain jolted into an immediate restart, she turned to the pair of fisherman with a smile.

"I'll be fine, guys. I promise."

A teary-eyed Bucket lost his composure around then, embracing the startled preteen in a hug she would have expected from Snotlout's Pangoro.

Blinking slowly, Slowbro waddled over and hugged the girl's remaining foot, apparently oblivious to Sharpshoot's annoyed growls and yips.

"Come on, Bucket." Mulch urged, Floatzel helping him separate the sniffling Viking and Pokemon from the girl. "That's a good Viking."

Now free to breathe, Hillevi crouched down-_carefully, thanks to her new prosthetic_-to their Pokemons' level, smiling.

"Bye, Floatzel. Bye, Slowbro. Be careful, okay?"

The orange-furred Water-type grumbled, tails drooped, and Slowbro blinked at her again, vaguely sad.

Giving both farewell pats and scratches, the reddish-brunette used one hand on Meatlug's back to rise, approaching the edge where both Sharpedo were resting.

"Thanks for the lift, you two." She voiced, scratching both between the eyes so they purred. "Take care of Mulch and Bucket for me, alright?"

Barking in agreement, the pair of shark-like Pokemon sunk back under the water, obviously not wanting to drag out the goodbyes.

Straightening, Hillevi approached the men now that Bucket seemed less likely to burst into tears, hesitating for a moment before doing her best to hug them both.

"Bye, guys. Tell dad I'm safe, okay?"

Now even Mulch was a little glassy-eyed, patting her shoulder softly.

"We'll be back before you know it, Lady Haddock."

Bucket could only blubber, whatever words he wanted to say lost in his sadness, and Hillevi squeezed once more before backing away.

"I know you will."

Driving back the tears, both men retreated back onto their boat with their Pokemon, not wanting their composure to shatter in front of their future chief.

Fingers rubbing the Poke Ball hanging from her neck, Hillevi reached the other hand up to rub Sharpshoot's jaw, leaning her weight slightly on Meatlug as the boat pulled away.

Slowbro waved to them from the bow, despite Floatzel's resigned grumbles, and she managed a tiny smile in return as Sharpshoot waved back.

Stepping up to her side, Dumbledore waited patiently for her to speak as the boat disappeared over the waves.

"…So, Hogwarts." Hillevi started, trying to distract herself. "What sort of school is named after pig warts, anyway?"

Chuckling, the old headmaster smiled, reminded of a certain young Viking that had asked a similar question years ago.

"It's a rather interesting story, to be honest. Would you like to hear it on the way?"

Gold sparks lit up in her green eyes at the thought, eager to learn, and Dumbledore gently guided her down the dock, just as enthusiastic to be a storyteller for someone who had never heard the tales before.

"It all began with Merlin, the first Pokemon trainer of Avalon…"


	5. Chapter 4

Hogwarts, even empty of students, was a lively place during the summer months for Hillevi.

The Clefairy that worked in the kitchens were always happy to see her, always making sure she and her Pokemon ate something at every visit, and the massive Tentacruel in the lake never failed to get Hillevi and her baby dragons dragged into a water fight between him and the Lapras.

Dumbledore's Slowking was often their guide around the maze-like castle, when he had the time, and Hillevi learned where the dorms, kitchens, classrooms, and trophy rooms were within that first week.

By the second, she could traverse the entire building without any assistance, a necessary skill when Hookfang and Skullcrusher insisted on running off at every opportunity.

Professor McGonagall, one of the staff members who stayed at Hogwarts year-round, had been more than happy to teach the young visitor how battles were done in Avalon, explaining the rules and customs in the finest detail possible.

Unlike in Valhalla, where all battles were a free-for-all skirmish of life or death, battles in most other regions were only between Pokemon, who took orders from their trainer.

The thought was rather confusing for Hillevi, but she figured it was to keep things more civil, a concept rather lacking back home.

Luckily, with her days so full of learning and training, thoughts of home barely had time to creep in.

_Besides, it wasn't like she'd be hidden away at Hogwarts forever_…

* * *

><p>Sketchpad balanced on her knees, Hillevi curled up between the twisted roots of a tree, carefully recreating the familiar lines and curves of her Pokemon on paper.<p>

Wings folded close like a blanket, Stormfly sat on her shoulder in a content half-doze, as Hookfang and Skullcrusher tumbled over the grass in a somewhat-friendly tussle.

The squabbling Pokemon were only stopped when they ran into what seemed like a wall of black scales, falling apart with squawks and yelps, and a single green eye opened to see what the commotion was about.

Meatlug, curled up in the crook of the Legendary's arm with Sharpshoot, snorted at their antics as the Charmander flopped over, covering her ears with an annoyed growl.

Unable to hold back a smile, Hillevi set aside finished drawing, mindful to keep the pencil from rolling off into the grass.

"Come on, you two. Stop annoying Toothless."

Lowering their heads in shame and respect, the younglings rushed onto their trainer's lap for cuddles, yet another competition between the two.

Rolling her eyes, the reddish-brunette scratched both between the eyes, easing the baby dragons into their afternoon nap alongside Stormfly.

Stretching across the clearing, tail flicking leisurely, Toothless nuzzled into her side with a purr as he settled once again.

Leaning into the contact, Hillevi smiled as the Rayquaza huffed, eyes closing once more.

Sunlight filtered through the thick canopy overhead, painting everything in jewel-green tones, and she admired the effect absently.

They would have to head back to the castle in an hour, Toothless safely hidden in his Poke Ball once more, but for now…

For now, she was content to just enjoy the moment with her friends.


	6. Chapter 5

Sharpshoot and Meatlug knew their trainer better than anyone else in the world, and for good reason.

They had been with the girl since she began to properly talk, eating and sleeping and training together for roughly a decade, leaning on each other during the roughest years of disappointment and mistreatment.

Only Toothless had ever seen potential within them, and for that he was immediately considered a part of their battered little family, certainly more so than Stoick and his Pokemon.

It was no surprise to them that, as the new school year drew closer, Hillevi started to retreat.

_Pokemon were one thing, but people were something else entirely_.

"Stormfly, Mist!"

The tiny blue bird sang a high note as she flapped her cottony wings, sending forth a wall of whiteness that engulfed the battlefield, obscuring her and her current opponent from view.

Snapping his jaws, Skullcrusher turned his head every which way in an attempt to spot even a shadow of his flying foe.

"Astonish!"

The dinosaur-like Pokemon yelped as he was struck from the side, tumbling a few feet before finding purchase with his claws.

Growling, the Tyrunt leapt towards where he guessed Stormfly to be, stomping down on air.

"Don't let yourself get mad." Hillevi advised from outside the mist, Sharpshoot and Meatlug watching the proceedings with practiced ease. "You can't see where your opponent is, so you have to find her another way."

Crouching low, legs tense, Skullcrusher bared his fangs in a growl as he waited, trying to pinpoint where the Flying-type was.

A soft wingbeat, the slight displacement of the mist…

"Stormfly, Fury Attack!"

Skullcrusher lunged, jaws snapping closed on a soft wing and earning a screech from his prey as both succumbed to gravity.

With a low growl, more to assert dominance than threaten, the Rock/Dragon-type released her as the mist dissipated fully.

"That's enough, both of you." Hillevi voiced, dropping to her knees between both Pokemon and running a hand over Skullcrusher's head as she scooped Stormfly up.

"You've definitely gotten better at silent flight and spreading your mist." She assured the Swablu, who chirped softly and leapt onto her favorite shoulder to perch. "You did great for your first time, Skullcrusher."

Her green eyes lit up with golden sparks, and said Pokemon puffed up in response at her next words.

"And learned a new move while you were at it. Good job."

Clearly proud of himself, Skullcrusher lifted his head high and barked, as if there had been no reason to doubt his superior performance.

Baring her fangs, Sharpshoot smacked the little upstart with her tail-flame, reminding him of who the alphas were in this particular herd.

Yelping at the heat, the Tyrunt immediately hid behind Hillevi's legs for sanctuary as the reddish-brunette snorted, mildly amused.

"You should still be careful who you pick a fight with, though."

Trilling a note in agreement, Stormfly giggled as Sharpshoot happily took her usual post on the girl's opposite shoulder.

With a nudge, Meatlug snuffled the young dragon's face, quietly assuring him no offense was really taken as Hookfang woke from her nap nearby with a yawn.

Checking her Pokedex for the time, Hillevi sighed, shoulders drooping.

"The Welcoming Feast is in an hour." She noted, patting Meatlug's hide absently. "Guess it's time for you to be back in your Poke Balls."

Sharpshoot huffed sparks, but made no attempt to argue like the younglings.

At least for the Sorting and the accompanying speech, Pokemon were not allowed to be out and about, no matter their personal preferences.

_Her main concern, and Meatlug's, was how the girl would fare without their support when faced with so many people_.

* * *

><p>Running a hand over the Poke Balls hanging off her hip, subconsciously counting each one, Hillevi slumped as far in her seat as was physically possible.<p>

The main hall was buzzing with activity as returning students both reunited with friends and reignited old grudges, clearly excited to be back.

Glances were sent her way by more than one curious soul wondering why an eleven-year-old was sitting at the staff table instead of, say, waiting out in the hall for the Sorting.

She would have happily stayed out of way during the whole Welcoming Feast-_even given up eating dinner entirely_-, but Dumbledore had insisted on her staying.

The only upside, really, was all of the new Pokemon the students let out for their fellows to see.

Hillevi was most familiar with Fire- and Iron-types personally, having been a blacksmith's apprentice, but Valhalla mostly housed Ice-, Water-, Ground-, Rock-, Fighting- and Dragon-types above all others.

Here, there were Bug-types and Fairy-types and Poison-types, Pokemon of all shapes and sizes and colors, that she had never even heard of before coming to Avalon.

It was disappointing when all of these new Pokemon were returned to the Poke Balls, but the preteen was distracted from this by a large door opening to one side.

Professor McGonagall was leading in a sizable group of eleven-year-olds, all a certain degree of nervous at the unknown task before them.

Dumbledore rose, clearing his throat in order to politely draw their attention to him in full.

"Welcome, new students, to Hogwarts. I am Albus Dumbledore, and I am the Headmaster of this fine school." He greeted them, smiling with that familiar, grandfatherly twinkle in his eyes that had put Hillevi at ease at their first meeting. "Every year, it is always such a pleasure to welcome new trainers to this castle. I look upon you and see the future of Avalon, and hope that I am worthy to teach all of you."

Dumbledore gestured behind him, and four banners unraveled at his next words.

"As I am sure most of you know, Hogwarts has four houses. There is Gryffindor,"

The first banner was red, featuring a roaring Arcanine.

"Slytherin,"

The next was silver and trimmed in purple, with a hissing Arbok.

"Ravenclaw,"

This banner was yellow, a puffed up Honchcrow staring out at the students.

"And Hufflepuff."

The last banner was blue, and Hillevi smiled at the Buizel that adorned it.

"You will be selected to live in one of these four houses. Your house will be your home here at Hogwarts…You will live together, work together, and win together. But know that just because you are in one house does not mean that all other houses are closed to you."

A few grumbles and scoff from the tables on opposites sides of the rooms showed some disagreement with that.

"You have already met with Professor McGonagall, who is the head of Gryffindor. The other heads are Professor Flitwick, of Ravenclaw,"

The tiny man, being even shorter than a runt like Hillevi, smiled in greeting to the group.

"Professor Sprout, of Hufflepuff,"

The kindly-looking woman stood to greet them with a proper wave.

"And Professor Snape, of Slytherin."

The last man, wearing all black and with equally dark, long hair, made no move to acknowledge the First Years at all.

"I am sure you have heard some wild stories about how you will be sorted." Dumbledore continued. "Forced to endure the four elements, wrestling a Golurk, or pulling one of the four names randomly from my hat."

The man frowned, one hand reaching up.

"And seeing as I forgot my hat, I suppose we will sort you the normal way."

Chuckles rose from the tables, though Hillevi hardly understood why; her age-mates were clearly still jittery, and that in turn frayed her nerves like nothing else.

A flash of light, and Slowking was standing behind the stool McGonagall set down, patient as always.

"This is Slowking. You will sit on the stool Professor McGonagall is bringing out and he will look through your mind, determining which of the four houses you belong in."

As the Head of Gryffindor House began calling out names-_alphabetically by last name_-, Hillevi fiddled with the black Poke Ball around her neck as she took in each of the new faces.

There was a blonde boy that had shouldered his way to the front, though his name had yet to be called, looking over the assembled mass of students with a haughty air as two meatier boys flanked him with matching glowers.

It was an uncomfortable reminder of her own cousin and his Fighting-types that would likely never fade, and Hillevi immediately turned her focus elsewhere as house names were declared.

A group of four further back, whispering amongst themselves, caught her attention then.

"Granger, Hermione!"

The girl, with bushy dark hair and intelligent eyes, rushed to the stool and was proclaimed a Gryffindor within a minute.

"Longbottom, Neville!"

One of the boys, a chubby, nervous lad cradling a Grass-type, sat on the stool, and his Pokemon growled at Slowking before allowing contact.

He seemed relieved when, after a few minutes, the dual Water/Psychic-type also proclaimed him a Gryffindor, hurrying to rejoin the girl, who now wore a red cap.

"Malfoy, Draco!"

It was the blonde that strolled forward now, smirking, and the black Poke Ball shook violently in her grip.

_Clearly, Toothless thought he needed to be taken down a peg or twelve_.

Slowking immediately proclaimed the boy Slytherin within a moment of contact, wiping off his paw as Draco ran off to his table, obviously proud.

"Potter, Harry!"

The Great Hall went silent at this as a skinny boy, with wild dark hair and green-green eyes behind his glasses, started towards the stool before freezing like a Deerling that spotted a lurking Pyroar.

Sitting up, Hillevi frowned as whispers came from the staring students, hushed but hardly inaudible.

"The-Boy-Who-Lived…"

"The-Woman-Who-Won's child…"

"The Lost Heir…"

"Lily Potter's boy…"

None of it made sense to her; all Hillevi knew was what it felt like to have everyone stare at you, judging you, and her heart went out to the poor boy.

A heavy BANG and clatter jarred through the whispers like a stone cracking through ice, all attention swiftly turning from Harry Potter to the strange girl sitting at the staff table, cheeks bright red and hand waving anxiously.

"Sorry!" She squeaked, fumbling with the chalice that had knocked her plate and utensils askew. "Sorry…"

Professor McGonagall seemed ready to reprimand the reddish-brunette for interrupting, but swallowed her words as Harry, relaxing now that the tension had broken, smiled in thanks and continued on his way to the stool with greater confidence.

Ducking her head shyly, Hillevi hid a smile as the Poke Balls on her hip twitched and warmth pulsed from the sphere over her heart.

Slowking placed his paw on the boy's shoulder, both falling still as had been done before, and she wondered which house this Harry Potter would go to.

Did they get a choice?

Which would a person value more?

Bravery, loyalty, knowledge, ambition?

What would she choose, if given the chance?

The dark Poke Ball rattled, in excitement or concern Hillevi could not tell, as time stretched on with no response from boy or Pokemon.

Shifting uneasily, she looked sidelong towards Dumbledore, running her fingers over the dark sphere in a soothing gesture.

The old professor was ready to recall his Pokemon at the ten minute mark when Slowking suddenly reanimated with a booming cry of "GRYFFINDOR!"

Said table erupted in cheers, and Hillevi smiled sadly as his friends, including the redheaded boy that had yet to be Sorted, rushed to congratulate Harry and guide him to the correct table.

It was no surprise to her when the last of the four was also sorted to Gryffindor not long after, though she was not paying half as much attention.

The fire-red and metallic Poke Balls at her hip shook gently, easing the rest of Hillevi's self-inflicted embarrassment, though her eyes stayed on the tabletop now instead of looking out into the crowd.

Dumbledore stood once the last student had been Sorted, catching everyone's attention once more.

"Now then, there are a few announcements. The Forbidden Island is exactly that: forbidden."

A few scoffs came from the mass of students, as if this speech was oft-repeated at the Welcoming Feast.

"Mr. Filch has posted a set of rules outside his office concerning banned items here at Hogwarts."

A few muffled laughs followed this, likely from good memories of _how_ some of those items became banned in years previous.

"Tonight, after the feast, First Years will have a meeting in their common rooms with their Head of House."

Here, the old man paused, smiling towards their new visitor in the hopes of soothing her nerves.

"We also have a guest at Hogwarts this year. Miss Hillevi Haddock is the daughter of an old friend of mine, and will be staying here under my care. I expect you all to treat her with the same respect you show me and your professors."

Most of the upperclassmen eyed the young girl for a moment, but seemed willing to follow along; Hillevi hardly seemed like the type to try and flaunt her status over others, at least, so it would be tolerable.

Others seemed almost put-out at the thought, as if wondering why this slip of a girl got such special treatment without earning it, but only grumbled or whispered lowly to their fellows.

Most of the First Years, honestly, seemed more curious than anything, though those from Slytherin house had Hillevi's Poke Balls vibrating in suspicion, as if they were trying to fit her into some master plan.

Hunching into herself, the reddish-brunette's gaze flicked back down to her plate, fingers tapping a half-remembered melody on the Poke Balls at her hip.

"And with that…Bippity, blippity, boop!"

Biting her lip to keep from laughing, Hillevi happily accepted the food one of the Clefairy offered her, more than ready to drown her feelings in meat and buttered vegetables.

_Honestly, this whole feast could not have ended soon enough_.


	7. Chapter 6

The room given to Hillevi for her stay in Hogwarts was nestled deep within those designated for professors and staff, big enough for a queen-sized, four-poster bed, a nightstand, a heavy desk, and a wardrobe that held her meager belongings.

Furs were draped over the bed, and the desk was covered in papers detailing machines that she had thought up during her stay, lead smudging the edges.

Yawning wide, Hillevi reached out to turn off the lamp that cast light over her sketches, leaning back in her chair to stretch.

A smile crossed her face at the sight of her Pokemon fast asleep on the bed, showing the comradery that was so often subdued during waking hours.

Skullcrusher was curled up by the headboard, leg twitching, with Hookfang using him as a pillow, snoring adorably as Stormfly nested comfortably on both of them, cottony wings acting as a blanket for all of them.

Meatlug and Sharpshoot slept side-by-side, the Aron leaning in close and the Charmander's tail wrapped carefully around her lifelong friend, peaceful.

Rubbing near where the prosthetic was strapped, the young girl heaved a sigh, a longing look turned to the black Poke Ball nestled in a soft pillow on her nightstand.

Toothless deserved to be out of his Poke Ball more often, too, but…

Heaving herself up, she wobbled for a moment before continuing forward, careful not to disturb her sleeping Pokemon as she sat on the edge.

Undoing the many straps and buckles, Hillevi eased the prosthetic off, gaze averted from the stub of her leg as she set the metal contraption safely aside.

Some maneuvering got her safely under the covers without waking anyone, and she grumbled into a pillow, tired and still high-strung from the Welcoming Feast that had concluded hours ago.

A sigh escaped the reddish-brunette as a warmth nudged her side, muscles relaxing fully as five little bodies surrounded her.

Stormfly burrowed into the girl's loose hair, singing a soft note of contentment, as Skullcrusher and Hookfang took up resident over her legs, pleased.

Licking her cheek, Sharpshoot rumbled a goodnight before cuddling into her neck, Meatlug purring sleepily as she settled on the other side.

Blinking drowsily, the preteen drank in all of the warmth and love she felt in that moment, a lopsided smile blooming as sleep finally came.

_Things might not be perfect, but they were better_.

* * *

><p>Hillevi, for the first time since arriving at Hogwarts, did not know what to do with herself.<p>

With classes going on all over the castle, there was really nowhere for her to go without disturbing anyone, and all of her new projects required facilities that were currently in use.

Prosthetic tapping on the smooth floor, Hillevi shuffled down a hallway, considering her options.

Dumbledore had assured her that all of the classes were open to her, and the accommodations available for her use, but she dreaded interrupting any of the professors.

_Especially Snape_.

Sharpshoot shifted forward on her shoulder, and Hillevi pulled up short as Meatlug hopped up to one of the classrooms, looking back with a chirp.

Curious, Hillevi only hesitated a moment before approaching, opening the door just a crack to take a peek inside.

The class was full of the First Years from both Gryffindor and Slytherin, talking amongst themselves and with their Pokemon, and she jerked back, prepared to flee-

Nipping her ear, Sharpshoot gave the girl a stern look as she squeaked, rubbing said appendage to get rid of the sting.

Meatlug also shared the Fire-type's opinion on this matter, nudging her back towards the door with an insistent huff.

Uncertain, Hillevi finally sighed and gave in.

"Alright, but let's not stand out more than necessary, alright?"

Sharpshoot caught on immediately, reaching down to tap her fire-colored Poke Ball and be absorbed by the energy beam, trusting Meatlug to protect their trainer in her absence.

Taking a deep breath, Hillevi found the nerve to actually open the door, though it was Meatlug who happily took the first steps inside.

Already fiddling with Toothless' Poke Ball around her neck, she followed after a few seconds delay, offering a lopsided, nervous smile to the classroom at large.

"Uh…Hi." She started, taking comfort from Meatlug's weight leaning on her leg. "Don't mind me, I'll just…sit over here."

Finding an empty desk near the door, just in case she decided that this was a horrible idea and needed to make a run for it, Hillevi settled Meatlug on her lap and tried her hardest to ignore all the stares.

The Steel-type had no such desire, openly watching the other students and Pokemon with curiosity, stubby tail twitching side-to-side.

No one was sure how to proceed, most not wanting to scare the strange girl off by approaching, and the ensuing silence was a heavy weight.

"Well, look who decided to grace us with her presence." Draco mocked, looking down his nose at the skinny girl. "Or perhaps she realized who her betters are, and is waiting to go back to the slums where she belongs."

Shoulders hunching in a reflexive response to the verbal assault, Hillevi turned her head to give the Prince of Slytherin a sidelong look, Meatlug vibrating with a growl.

"Maybe I'm not the one who needs to get off a high Rapidash and learn some humility."

Draco shot to his feet, Snivy bristling in outrage alongside her trainer.

"How dare you? I am heir to the House of Malfoy!"

"Oh, whoop-dee-doo." Hillevi drawled, unimpressed.

_It seemed that, despite her initial reaction to retreat, she was no longer willing to be the victim_.

"Look, I'm not here to fight. Whatever you want to say to me can wait until after class."

The blonde Slytherin was practically fuming at her blatant dismissal, and it was Hermione that spoke up in the girl's defense.

"What's your problem?" The bushy-haired Gryffindor voiced, cradling her Ralts. "Just leave her alone."

"My problem?" Draco sneered, turning on this new target immediately. "My problem is that they are handing out Poke Balls to any fool that walks up to a counter with some PokeDollars in their pocket."

Climbing up her trainer's arm, Snivy perched on his shoulder and giving the same haughty look.

"Pokemon belong to those who have it in their blood to train them…Not to new bloods like you. It is people like you that are robbing trainers of their good name."

Everyone was surprised when it was Hillevi that stood up in response to this, Meatlug standing ready on the desk beside her, rumbling like an overworked engine.

"I think the ones giving trainers a bad name are people like _you_." The tiny reddish-haired girl retorted, gold sparking in her dark green eyes. "Always throwing around titles and accomplishments that aren't yours, and belittling others that don't have those things _handed_ to them."

The other Slytherin First Years stood up at that, moving to support their unofficial leader, but Hillevi hardly blinked.

_She had faced worse_.

"There's no honor in that, and no sense. I'd rather be friends with _one person_ like her than a _thousand_ like you."

Crabbe and Goyle lurched forward at this, fists clenched, and this time it was Ron that leapt up to her defense.

"Back off, Malfoy! We all know you're full of shit!"

"A Weasley jumping to the aid of filth…I am so shocked." Draco scoffed. "I don't get any of you. Longbottom, your family has been training for generations. Doesn't it upset you that this mangled girl is daring to think she is on the same level as you?"

Fists clenched, Hillevi bit her tongue, shying away at the harsh reminder of her prosthetic.

"At least our parents became Gym Leaders the honest way." Ron shot back, defending his friends just as much as her. "Everyone knows the only reason your father's gym is official is because, while he was being 'forced' to help Voldemort, Harry's dad was actually fighting him-!"

"My father won accreditation fair and square!" Draco roared, Crabbe and Goyle now moving towards the Gryffindors. "Maybe if Potter's father had been a better fighter-!"

"You shut your mouth, Draco!" Harry exploded, suddenly standing as Eevee bared his teeth, enraged. "You know, I heard once that actions speak louder than words. You are always talking about how great you are, and how wonderful. How about you prove it? Right here, right now!"

"You want to battle me?"

"Harry, don't." Neville spoke up, trying to reason with his friend.

"Yes. Unless you're scared." He continued regardless. "You can't weasel your way out of it if you lose. Everyone will see just how much of a liar you are, and that scares you to death, doesn't it?"

The Gryffindors cheered at this while the Slytherins shouted support and threats, and Hillevi watched quietly as Draco considered his options with feigned nonchalance.

"…My first battle at Hogwarts is going to be something special, not a fight with some orphan. Or a cripple."

The whole class jumped in surprise at the sudden flashes of light, staring in shock at the four other Pokemon that had forcibly exited their Poke Balls.

Sharpshoot snarled lowly, tail-flame sparking blue in her rage, and Skullcrusher snapped his jaws like an Ursaring trap, daring anyone to call his trainer names again.

Stormfly spread her wings and called out a challenge, eyes sharp as black glass, and Hookfang lowered her head as if to charge, growling loudly.

Clasping a hand over Toothless' violently shaking Poke Ball, Hillevi glared right at the stunned Slytherin, insides trembling with adrenaline.

"I'm sorry, I don't think my Pokemon heard you right. Would you like to repeat that?"

Snivy jumped onto a desk in front of her trainer, as if to protect him, and Sharpshoot huffed sparks, daring the Grass-type to make a move.

A growl rolled through the air, and even Hillevi's focus swung around as a Liepard emerged from the shadows, golden eyes narrowing on the students.

Most of them backed up in fear as the Pokemon approached, tail flicking lazily, but Hillevi stood her ground, a hand on Meatlug's back as a signal to her Pokemon not to attack.

It was a huge surprise when the Dark-type rose on her hind legs, shifting and changing, until it was Professor McGonagall standing there, her Purrloin held in both arms.

"Mister Weasley, ten points from Gryffindor for cursing."

Her gaze quickly locked onto Draco, cutting off any smug remarks he might have made.

"Thirty points from Slytherin for name calling. I would suggest that, unless you want to add detentions to that, you sit down and think about how you represent yourself, Mister Malfoy."

Slowly lowering herself back down, Hillevi released a pent-up breath, shoulders loosening as Sharpshoot and Stormfly reclaimed their perches.

Skullcrusher and Hookfang, not fighting in the face of a common enemy, jumped onto her lap and joined Meatlug in glaring across the classroom as the students settled.

Calming her racing heart, Hillevi watched the professor deposit her Pokemon on the main desk, not letting the distraction stop her from starting the class.

"What you just saw is a technique called Pokemagnus. One of the rarest feats, there are only a handful of trainers that are able to perform it. Would anyone like to take a guess why?"

It was Hermione that raised her hand.

"Due to the difficulty of joining and separating two minds?"

"While that is true, it is not the answer I was looking for. Miss Greengrass?"

A Slytherin girl with a Vanillite smiled.

"You have to have a high level of trust between you and your Pokemon to ensure they will allow a bond."

"Ten points to Slytherin." Professor McGonagall stated, running a hand over Purrloin's head. "Nothing that you learn at Hogwarts will matter if you do not have the trust and respect of your Pokemon…And they do not have yours. To try and do anything with either of you being on different sides or working towards different goals will only lead to failure. It doesn't matter how rare or powerful a Pokemon is. If it doesn't trust you, it is no better than a newly hatched Magikarp."

Loosening her grasp on Toothless' Poke Ball-_now that it was no longer vibrating in outrage_-, Hillevi rubbed under Sharpshoot's jaw and along the seams of Meatlug's armor, soothing their anger.

Holding up a Poke Ball, McGonagall recalled Purrloin…

Moments before the whole classroom burst into a panic at the retrieval of a ball from her desk.

"Please quiet your Pokemon."

Stormfly almost took off at that moment, wings snapping wide open, while both Skullcrusher and Hookfang cried out, pressing themselves into Hillevi's stomach as if trying to hide inside of her.

Meatlug shrieked, like metal cutting across metal, and leapt into her trainer's arms so quickly the wind was knocked from Hillevi's lungs.

Encircling the three in one arm, she pressed Stormfly close to her neck with the other, hoping to calm the Flying-type with the-_slightly accelerated_-beat of her pulse.

Tilting her head against Sharpshoot, who was trembling and crying on her shoulder, Hillevi started to hum that old lullaby, rocking gently.

"It's alright, nothing's gonna hurt you, I promise, I won't let anything happen to you, it's okay, we can just go, we don't have to stay…"

The words tumbled out in a soft rhythm, and the five started to quiet, trembling and whimpering, but no longer trying to escape.

The moment Professor McGonagall tucked the ball back into her desk, all of the noise died down, and Hillevi cooed, petting each of her Pokemon to ease the last of their anxiety away.

"That's it. See? It's all over. You did great, I'm so proud of you. I promise, we'll take tomorrow all for ourselves and bring sweets. Anything you want, even that candy I don't like. How's that sound?"

The younglings perked up at the idea, chirping and yipping their agreement, while Meatlug and Sharpshoot sagged against their girl, relieved that the pungent ball was gone.

"What you experienced here was a moment when your Pokemon were in a state of panic. Max Repel is designed to make Pokemon flee an area. It is not their fault they reacted this way,"

A scathing glance was sent to the louder students.

"And screaming and yelling and bullying them did nothing, except give them something to remember the next time you need them to help you."

Professor McGonagall looked towards the reddish-brunette, calm.

"Miss Haddock, how long have you had your Pokemon?"

Fighting the urge to hunch into herself, Hillevi dropped her eyes, running her hands over Skullcrusher and Hookfang.

"Well, I haven't had my Tyrunt, Swablu, or Axew very long, only a few months…"

Her gaze flicked up, nervous.

"But I've had Sharpshoot and Meatlug for a bit more than ten years now."

Jaws practically hit the desks at that admission, and Draco may have gone a little pale.

He had almost outright challenged someone with a full team of Pokemon-_two of which had __**blatant**__ type advantages_-and a decade of battle experience…

"And did anyone see how they reacted towards the Max Repel?" The professor wondered, gaze sweeping over the class.

"They calmed down…" Harry answered, hand raised hesitantly. "She didn't yell or anything, just…held them, and they stopped panicking."

"Exactly. Miss Haddock has clearly established a deep bond with her Pokemon, one born of trust and respect, and so they listened to her even when distressed." Professor McGonagall explained, facing the class at large. "In my class, you will learn to do the same. It will be hard, but it will open up avenues you could never imagine. Now then, turn on your Dexes and scan your Pokemon."

Leaving Stormfly to cuddle against her cheek, Hillevi reached into the pocket of her thick wool sweater-dress to retrieve her matching dark green Pokedex, allowing the infrared to first scan Meatlug.

_**Aron, the Iron Armor Pokemon: Has an impressive defense power, and eats iron ore in order to build up the metal in its body**_.

It went on to list her type-_dual Steel/Rock_-, and the long list of attacks she currently knew.

Already knowing this, Hillevi turned the infrared on Sharpshoot, who shook her head at the brightness as her own information was brought up.

_**Charmander, the Lizard Pokemon: A flame burns on the tip of its tail from birth. It is said that a Charmander dies if its flame ever goes out**_.

The rest of the information was nothing new, including the sizable list of attacks, so Hillevi moved on to scanning Stormfly.

_**Swablu, the Cotton Bird Pokemon: Loves to make things clean. If it spots something dirty, it will wipe and polish it with its cottony wings. If its wings become dirty, this Pokemon finds a stream and showers itself**_.

She was also listed as a Normal/Flying-type, though the preteen knew she would evolve to become a dual Dragon/Flying-type in the future, with only a few attacks.

_**Astonish, Sing, Fury Attack, Disarming Voice, Mist**_.

Humming softly at this new information, Hillevi mentally filed it away for later thought as she then scanned Hookfang.

_**Axew, the Tusk Pokemon: Its large tusks have a tendency to break, but each time they grow back, they grow in harder and sturdier**_.

She was listed solely as a Dragon-type, and her list of attacks was even shorter than Stormfly's.

_**Scratch, Dragon Rage, Dual Chop**_.

Patting the little dragon, Hillevi turned the scanner on Skullcrusher.

_**Tyrunt, the Royal Heir Pokemon: This Pokemon was restored from a fossil. If something happens that it doesn't like, it throws a tantrum and runs wild**_.

Hillevi rolled her eyes, amused.

_As if she didn't know that already_.

He was listed as a dual Rock/Dragon-type, with another comparatively-short list.

_**Roar, Stomp, Bide, Stealth Rock, Bite**_.

Whispers rose up from the First Years, quite a few not pertaining to their Pokemon at all, and Hillevi sighed, internally rolling her eyes.

_Here we go again_.


	8. Chapter 7

Word spread quickly of the confrontation in Professor McGonagall's Partnership class, and all of Hogwarts was buzzing.

Slytherins were insulted and angry at being so blatantly shown up, and Gryffindors were crowing in delight, happily proclaiming the unsorted girl an honorary member of their house for calling the other out.

Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw wisely stayed silent on the issue, not wanting to be drawn into the age-old feud between Arcanine and Arbok, though this did nothing to settle the conflict.

Dumbledore said nothing, though he was greatly disappointed in his students for acting in such a way.

_It was the way of children to often rebel against their elders in the process of growing up_.

* * *

><p>The Potions lab was frigid on a normal day, but at night, the room was very much a freezer.<p>

Hillevi hardly noticed, to be honest.

_Valhalla was known as an ideal home for Ice-types for a reason_.

Humming softly to herself, Hillevi carefully crushed Rawst berries into a fine paste, adding bits of the herbs she knew also helped with burns.

A soft heat permeated the mixture thanks to Sharpshoot's tail-flame, who was happily chewing on a thick bone from the piece of mutton she had chosen for dinner, keeping the heat constant as an afterthought.

Chewing on a hunk of old iron, Meatlug purred at having such a treat, tail twitching as she pressed close to the girl's hip.

Skullcrusher and Hookfang growled at each other, butting heads over the fruit bowl they were sharing, and Stormfly pecked at a strawberry, happily ignoring them in favor of her own sweet.

"That's it." Hillevi voiced, lifting the bowl so she could tip the contents into a jar.

"Thanks, girl." She praised, scratching under the jaw so Sharpshoot purred. "Though I wouldn't need this much burn cream if you stopped whacking the others with your tail."

The Charmander scoffed, sending an unimpressed look over one shoulder, and the reddish-brunette laughed, grin lopsided as she screwed the lid on.

"Sorry, how could I forget? No one listens to reason anymore."

Meatlug chirped, shrugging as best she could, and Hillevi rolled her eyes.

"They listen to me just fine, you know."

Both Pokemon shared a look before leveling a blank stare on their trainer, barking a simple response while Sharpshoot gestured to the Poke Balls hanging off her belt.

"What does that have to do with anything?" Hillevi responded, frowning. "Gurdurr and Pangoro listen to me, too."

Meatlug nodded along in agreement, but Sharpshoot just rolled her eyes, as if she could hardly believe their girl had not caught on yet.

Brow furrowing at the thought, the reddish-brunette bit off her next words as the door opened to reveal the one person she had been hoping to avoid with this late-night excursion into his territory.

"Miss Haddock." Professor Snape drawled, gaze sweeping over the classroom to see what had been disturbed.

"I'm sorry!" Hillevi blurted, practically jumping up and almost falling right over thanks to her prosthetic. "I just-I needed somewhere to make more burn cream, but I was gonna clean the equipment, I swear!"

Her apparent panic set the Pokemon in motion, Skullcrusher and Hookfang rushing to stand between their trainer and the professor while Stormfly flew up to perch on one shoulder, puffing up to appear bigger.

Sharpshoot stayed where she was, eyes trained on her target, while Meatlug stood, unnervingly still, big blue eyes narrowed.

Professor Snape, having concluded that she had taken out nothing besides a bowl and pestle, studied the girl and her Pokemon silently.

"It's late, Miss Haddock. You should be in bed."

"R-Right." She agreed, almost twitching with ill-timed adrenaline. "I-I'll just clean this up…"

Stormfly hopped onto the bowl and gripped it with her feet, flying it over to the sink meant for such use while Sharpshoot, holding her bone like a club, picked up the pestle and joined her.

Hillevi quickly wiped down her workplace and put the jar in her bag as the Swablu happily used her wings to clean the dirtied tools, trilling unhappily until Sharpshoot washed her paws to return them to the proper cabinet.

Returning the three younglings to their Poke Balls-_mostly to keep Skullcrusher or Hookfang from snapping at the professor as they passed_-, the girl quickly scooped up Meatlug and waited a moment for Sharpshoot to climb up to her shoulder, ready to leave in record time.

_If his students could be half as organized, Snape would have less to berate them for_.

Head ducked as if expecting a blow, she hesitantly started towards the door, both Pokemon openly glaring at the professor as if _daring_ him to do something.

"I suggest, if you have need of these facilities again, that you wait to do so during the day." Professor Snape voiced as she passed, neutral. "I would hate for our guest to be harmed from lack of supervision."

Flinching at the subtle jab, Hillevi nodded rapidly in agreement, trying not to slip off her prosthetic as she rushed out.

"Y-Yes, sir."

_She really, __**really**__ hoped it wouldn't be necessary_.
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"Thanks, guys." Hillevi voiced, patting the Clefairy's head as she chirped, wings twitching. "I really appreciate all the help."

A couple of the Fairy-types fussed over the large picnic basket a bit more, and she gave them a smile as she hefted it up.

"You'll let Dumbledore know where I am, right?"

A Clefable, head of the kitchen staff and the eldest, nodded her head in agreement, patting the girl's hand comfortingly.

Hillevi had spent the morning hiding away in the kitchen with them, allowing her Pokemon the breakfast of their choice, and was now ready for a nice picnic out on the grounds like she had promised them in Professor McGonagall's class.

"Come on, little ones. Time to go."

Skullcrusher whined at the interruption, looking up with a pout from where he sat on a squirming Hookfang, and the reddish-brunette rolled her eyes.

"You can sit on each other once we get there."

Gnawing on a thick bone, Sharpshoot sent the bickering pair a look and, sufficiently cowed, they allowed themselves to be recalled.

Happily scarfing down the last of her iron treat, Meatlug hopped to her feet as Stormfly, starting to doze in a pre-lunch nap, was also returned safely to her Poke Ball.

Sharpshoot and Meatlug joined their trainer in thanking the Clefairy before leaving, on high alert for any students that might cross their path on the way outside.

Adjusting her grip on the basket, Hillevi paused just outside the castle, catching movement out of the corner of her eye.

It was the same class of First Year Slytherins and Gryffindors, standing in front of what seemed like an abandoned desert village, and she seriously considered giving into that first instinct to run back inside and not leave her room for a year.

Sharpshoot scoffed at the idea, marching off in that direction without a second thought, and Meatlug nudged her girl's prosthetic gently before bouncing off after her other companion.

Grumbling under breath about pushy Pokemon, Hillevi followed after them, knuckles turning white on the basket's handle.

Worry crept in as she realized Neville was missing, as well as the professor, and that tensions were clearly mounting between the two groups.

Draco said something that clearly upset the Gryffindors, and that was it.

All of the students jumped at the metallic roar Meatlug let out, and Sharpshoot leapt to stand between the two houses, tail-flame flaring and smoke billowing from her maw in warning.

"Cut it out!" Hillevi ordered, setting down the basket to free her hands.

"Finally decided to come out of hiding, have you?" The blonde Slytherin sneered. "You should stay out of this, _cripple_, unless you want to be hurt."

Hillevi faltered, this harsh reminder causing an instinctive retreat, but her Pokemon were not going to stand for this a second time.

Meatlug lurched forward, knocking both Sawk and Throh right off their feet, and Sharpshoot pinned Snivy with blazing fangs, growling low as she pressed them into the Grass-type's neck.

Everyone went still at this stalemate, speechless.

"Meatlug. Sharpshoot."

Neither Pokemon moved at her call, and Hillevi frowned, one hand clasped tight over Toothless' Poke Ball as it vibrated.

"_Meatlug_. _Sharpshoot_."

The Steel-type did not break her stare down with the larger Fighting-types, letting out a huff as she turned away, and Sharpshoot gave the cocky grass-snake a little shake before letting go, snorting smoke as Snivy quickly retreated.

"You should be careful who you call names." Hillevi advised. "You never know whose honor you're insulting."

Draco was fuming, unable to find words, and she turned away, deciding to end the confrontation before anyone got seriously hurt-

"Snivy!"

The Grass-type lashed out a Vine Whip, and Hillevi jerked around, eyes widening as she realized the attack was coming straight for _her_-

"Eevee, Tackle!"

The small quadruped Pokemon struck Snivy right in the chest, knocking her back, and all of the Slytherin First Years reacted.

"Sharpshoot, Smokescreen!"

Belching ou acrid smoke, the Charmander effectively blinded their pursuers as Hillevi tugged on Harry's arm, leading him and their Pokemon into the desert-like maze at a run.

"I'll keep them off your trail." She promised, chancing a glance over her shoulder. "Go!"

The two preteens split off as Draco and his band of Slytherins joined them, Sharpshoot leaping onto the girl's shoulder as Meatlug roared a challenge, flinging mud at their pursuers.

She covered most of his entourage, infuriating them into changing course, leaving the Prince of Slytherin with only his two bodyguards to chase after Harry.

Years of evading Pokemon-_and her cousin_-were put to good use, and she kept a good lead despite the hindrance of her prosthetic.

Whipping around a corner, the reddish-brunette scooped up Meatlug and used her good foot to push off the wall and grab onto a piece of jutting stone overhead, the momentum allowing her to swing up safely out of sight before the Slytherins caught up.

Sharpshoot held on tight as the Steel-type reared back, starting a Rock Slide behind the unsuspecting students that trapped them in the passageway so the trio could drop down on the other side and escape.

Ignoring the insults shouted at her back, Hillevi slid around a corner as her prosthetic lost traction, slapping a hand on the wall to keep from falling.

Heart racing, she trusted Sharpshoot to lead her through the maze as she kept up the pace, knowing that a single pause would likely bring her to a complete halt.

Voices echoed off the walls, and Hillevi skidded to a stop at the entrance, stunned by all the yelling coming from both sides as Professor Hooch tried to make sense of what happened.

The Slytherins, all caked in sand, were shouting about how Harry had attacked Draco and run off into the maze, while the Gryffindors argued that no such thing had happened, each trying to be heard over the other.

"ENOUGH!"

The class fell silent at the order, turning to see Professor McGonagall storming towards them.

"Mister Malfoy, I suggest that, if you are unable to be civil with our guest, you refrain from speaking with her." The Head of Gryffindor began, cutting right to the chase and not letting any of the Slytherins get a word in. "Mister Potter, please come with me."

Something in her chest did a flip-flop at the thought of Harry being in trouble, but there was no air in her lungs for words, no matter how deep her breaths.

"Professor," Hermione called out. "Harry-"

"I believe you children still have class, Miss Granger. I suggest you get back to it."

Resolve steeled her core, and she took off towards another entrance to the castle, completely forgetting her picnic basket in the grass.

_Hillevi would be damned if Harry got punished for something she accidentally started_.

* * *

><p>The door to Professor McGonagall's office opened, cutting off the pleas of the Gryffindor First Years, and everyone straightened as they registered the new arrival.<p>

Dumbledore gave that familiar, grandfatherly smile as he stepped in, revealing a nervous Hillevi standing behind him, green eyes darting from face to face.

"I hear that you were about to punish Mister Potter for an altercation in Professor Hooch's class, Minerva." The headmaster voiced, at ease. "I was told under good authority that his actions were the result of protecting our guest, and she has taken full responsibility for the incident."

The Gryffindors stared at her in shock, and the reddish-brunette ducked her head, blushing.

"Indeed. Actually, his punishment is to help the Gryffindor Gauntlet team win the Silver Cup."

The eleven-year-olds stared at Professor McGonagall for a few, silent moments before the First Years burst into cheers, patting Harry on the back and congratulating him.

Dumbledore and Professor McGonagall shared a look at their antics before the headmaster graciously took his leave, laying a hand on Hillevi's shoulder in support.

Cuddling Meatlug to her chest, one hand already fiddling with Toothless' Poke Ball, the reddish-brunette gave a lopsided smile, uneasy in this new situation.

About to turn around and make a run for it before her Buneary heart really _did_ burst with nerves, Harry broke free from the celebration, stopping a couple feet away as if knowing how flighty the girl was at that moment.

"Thanks…for helping." He started, unsure of how to put into words how much her actions meant to him.

"It was nothin'…" Hillevi mumbled, shoulders hunching as Sharpshoot purred, nuzzling her hair.

"…Do you want to sit with us at dinner?" Harry offered, gaining confidence.

Dark green eyes met brighter green, hopeful and shy, and Meatlug chirped, tail-stump twitching.

"Really?"

"Course we do!" Ron jumped in. "Anyone who can put Draco in his place like that is a friend of mine!"

"We really appreciate all the help you've given us." Hermione assured, smiling.

"It would be an honor to get to know you better." Neville replied quietly, in agreement with his friends.

Vision blurring, Hillevi swallowed down most of her tears and smiled wide.

_So this is what it was like to make friends_…

"I'd…really like that."

And just like that, all of their lives changed forever.
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Despite how Toothless had helped her change things back home, Hillevi did not see herself as having human friends.

Snotlout was her cousin, and their relationship had still been in flux when she left, with him unable to overcome sheer habit and her unwilling to revert to the status quo.

Ruffnut and Tuffnut were no longer overtly antagonistic, but they were certainly not friendly, even to each other.

While Fishlegs had always been kind, trying to steer the others away without jeopardizing his own position in the group, she felt it was more out of pity than any actual desire to be a friend.

And Astrid…

There was a connection there, Hillevi felt it, but things had still been up in the air between them.

She _wanted_ there to be something, but feared that it was all her own imagination, at best.

Sharpshoot and Meatlug had been her only friends for more than a decade, and meeting Toothless had merely reinforced the concept that the only beings that would ever accept her were Pokemon.

To be honest, Hillevi was alright with that.

Pokemon hardly cared about how small she was, or that she couldn't wield an ax, or that she was better at making things than fighting…

But while she loved her Pokemon like family, it was never enough to completely dull the sting of knowing that no humans, not even her father, thought she was worth anything.

It was so strange to sit at the Gryffindor table at dinner that night between Harry and Ron, Neville and Hermione sitting across from them, and realize how much her world had changed since The Battle.

"It was bloody brilliant!" Ron applauded, mouth half-full despite Hermione's disgusted expression. "Your Pokemon are amazing!"

Sharpshoot preened at the praise, happily gnawing on her mutton, and Meatlug chirped from her place on their trainer's lap, sheering through a chunk of iron with her teeth.

"They've had practice." Hillevi admitted, patting the cool metal hide under her fingers.

"I don't mean to pry…" Hermione started, squirming in her seat. "But it's rather hard not to notice that, well…"

"I'm missing a foot?" The reddish-brunette finished, smiling. "It's alright. I didn't exactly make the prosthetic subtle."

Stormfly looked up from where she was letting Ralts and Eevee cuddle against her wings, giving a sharp chirp that earned an annoyed look from her trainer.

"Ha ha, look who's a funny bird." She drawled, and the Flying-type almost seemed to smile.

Rolling her eyes, Hillevi turned her attention back to the group of curious Gryffindors, even the upperclassmen leaning in to hear the story.

"I lost that part of my leg in a battle a few months ago." She explained, expression more neutral despite the ache starting to thrum in her leg.

"A battle?" Harry repeated, confused. "Why would you lose your leg in a Pokemon battle?"

"Why wouldn't I?" She countered, brow furrowing.

"You're not from Avalon." Hermione realized, finally fitting the pieces together. "I suspected as much, since there are no native Steel-types here."

"I'm not." Hillevi agreed, slowly becoming comfortable with all the attention. "I come from the Valhalla region. We have a tradition of fighting alongside our Pokemon rather than just letting them battle for us, kind of a holdover from our Viking days."

"Ah, so we have ourselves a Viking!" Fred voiced, draping an arm around the girl's shoulder.

"Those Slytherins never stood a chance against such a valiant warrior!" George agreed, propping an elbow on her head with a grin.

Ron glared at his older brothers, as did Percy and a good portion of the upperclassmen from Slytherin, but Hillevi laughed at their dramatics.

"I know, right?"

Sharpshoot barked in agreement, tail-flame flaring, and spat sparks in challenge as Snivy glared across the great hall.

"Be nice." Hillevi scolded lightly, scratching under the Fire-type's jaw and getting a happy purr in response.

"But aren't Dragon-types considered pests in Valhalla?" Hermione voiced, curious. "I thought that was why so many trainers from there preferred Ice- or Water-types."

"Yeah, they were. Until recently." She explained, grabbing a roll and tearing a piece off. "Trainers usually only get two Pokemon, the ones we're given as toddlers, but things changed. I…Someone showed that the Dragon-types weren't the enemy, not really, and it was during the battle to prove it that I lost my leg."

The notion was almost romantic; a great battle on an icy tundra, Pokemon battling as men and woman traded blows alongside them, with lightning cutting through the sky to light the grand scene.

Hillevi did not begrudge the others their fantasies, whatever amazing prospect their minds crafted, of The Battle.

She had thought the same, when told of great battles in her ancestor's past, dreaming of making that same mark.

_Now, Hillevi knew better_.


	11. Chapter 10

The days rolled by easily now that Hillevi had people to spend them with.

She enjoyed going to classes with her new friends, learning alongside them, and chatting over meals.

It had been awkward for her, at first, but time had proven useful in easing the girl into the social situations she had been denied before.

Hillevi also adored their Pokemon, though Scabbers had made a point to snap his teeth at her on first meeting and go off somewhere to sleep.

Ralts was sweet and affectionate, younger still than her own baby dragons, and she often kept an eye on the young Psychic/Fairy-type as she toddled about, still a bit unsteady.

Flora, while certainly a bit grumpy, definitely appreciated a treat and a pat, especially when the person supplying them knew just where to scratch.

Eevee, like his trainer, had a strong sense of right and wrong, but, being young, was also energetic and prone to showing off.

He certainly got along with Sharpshoot, who had some patience for it, while Ralts had made friends with Stormfly, cuddling together during classes to nap.

Flora took it upon herself to get Skullcrusher and Hookfang in line, earning Meatlug's friendship and respect when the two dragons eased their rivalry into quiet competitions instead of open brawls.

It was almost like a dream, how well everything slid together, and Hillevi hoped she never had to wake up.
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Sharpshoot woke up with a start, black eyes glowing like a cat's in the dark bedroom.

Checking on her trainer-_who was curled up under the fur blankets with Skullcrusher and Hookfang, fast asleep_-, the Fire-type scanned the room as Meatlug shifted, already awake.

A soft knock permeated the door, and Sharpshoot scented the air, relaxing as she recognized their visitors.

Sharing a look with her friend, the Charmander left Meatlug to wake their sleepy girl as she hopped onto the doorknob, twisting it and using a foot to push against the jamb.

Harry paused as the door opened, Ron and Neville almost nervous at the lack of a presence beyond, before Sharpshoot peered around the barrier with a curious expression.

A soft OOF brought their attention further inside, where Hillevi had jackknifed up in bed, hugging her ribs where Meatlug had decided to land.

Blinking sleep-fogged eyes, she yawned, one hand brushing back her loose hair.

"Is it morning already?" The reddish-brunette slurred, rubbing in an attempt to further wake herself.

"No, it's not." Harry admitted, rushing inside with the others and closing the door so their conversation did not wake the professors.

Concern burned right through the last of her sleepiness, and Hillevi was already reaching for her prosthetic, gaze locked on them.

"What's wrong? Is someone missing? Are we under attack?"

Every honed reflex, hard-earned through the old raids, was on a hair-trigger, waiting to be sprung.

"No, nothing like that!" Hermione assured in an urgent whisper, not wanting their friend to do anything rash and get them caught.

"I got this message from Malfoy." Harry said in way of explanation, holding out his Pokedex so the reddish-brunette could read the words.

_Potter-Trophy room, midnight, battle. Draco Malfoy_.

"And you're going?" She wondered, uneasy. "What if Filch catches you?"

"He won't." Ron replied, confident. "He should still be by Ravenclaw, anyway. Everyone knows he hits Gryffindor first and last."

"Levi, please. Talk some sense into them." Neville pleaded, hugging Flora close.

Mind rolling this whole situation around in her mind, Hillevi considered each angle as she brushed a hand over the young dragons, soothing their unease.

"It could be a trap…"

Harry and Ron deflated a bit, and Neville sighed in relief, glad that someone-

"I had better come with you." Hillevi decided, shoving the fur blankets off and swinging her legs over the edge, already grabbing up her prosthetic. "I wouldn't put it past him to bring back-up."

"Great!" Ron voiced, apparently ignoring Neville's defeated mumbling. "Then let's go!"

Clad in only a pale green night shirt, long enough to be a rather modest nightgown, Hillevi pulled the prosthetic onto her bare stump, wincing as it rubbed uncomfortably against the scars.

Harry noticed immediately, concern wiggling in as he noticed the angry red burn marks and slashes that marked what was left of her calf and shin.

Noticing this, she quickly did up the straps to hide them and stood, wobbling for only a moment before steadying.

"You three stay here." The girl ordered, lifting Meatlug into her arms as Sharpshoot used the bed to leap onto one shoulder.

Skullcrusher and Hookfang whined for a moment, unwilling, before Stormfly landed on the pair and Sang softly, immediately sending the sleepy pair into sweet dreams.

Patting her head in thanks, Hillevi managed a troubled, lopsided smile.

"Ready."

* * *

><p>Sitting on an unused desk, Hillevi yawned, cuddling her sleepy Pokemon close as she watched Harry and Ron pace in agitated circles.<p>

Neville had long fallen asleep, Flora in his lap, and Hermione was clearly losing patience with this rule-breaking venture, arms crossed angrily.

"Where the heck is he?" Ron voiced, frustrated. "He said midnight, right?"

"Yes. Midnight in the Trophy Room." Harry answered, checking his Pokedex once more. "And unless there's another Trophy Room…"

"There was one, but one hundred and twenty five years ago, they decided to convert it into a storage room and move the older trophies to the Le Fay's Landing Museum."

The other-_conscious_-members of the room stared at Hermione for a moment, and Hillevi rubbed her face, wondering if it was too late to save her sanity and go back to sleep.

"What? It's right there in 'Hogwarts: A History'."

"You actually bought that app?" Ron asked, surprised.

"Of course, didn't you?" Hermione replied, brow furrowing.

"Heck no! Why would I want to waste good money on an app that tells me a bunch of useless facts?"

"Don't you think it is important to know the history of your school?"

"History is exactly that, history. I am too busy looking ahead to look back."

Harry and Hillevi shared an exasperated look as the pair got into one of their patented fights, tension crackling between them.

Honestly, she was surprised they had lasted this long before snapping.

"Too busy looking at your plate full of fries, you mean."

"At least I have my nose buried in something other than a Dex!"

"Guys!" Harry shouted, shoving himself between the two and forcing them apart. "Fighting isn't going to do us any good."

"At least there's some fighting going on." The Gryffindor girl huffed.

"She's right, Harry." Hillevi admitted, drawing their attention safely away from the spat. "Draco probably wanted you to stay here all night waiting, and then bumble around tomorrow, dead on your feet. It's rather petty, really."

"Gram, I don't want anymore broccoli…" Neville murmured, twitching in sleep.

"Purrrrrrrrrrrrr…"

Everyone in the room went still, and she hugged Sharpshoot and Meatlug closer, heart twisting.

"Okay, maybe his plan was a touch more intricate…"

"Oh…shit." Ron muttered, Hermione's panic such that she failed to scold him. "Harry, the lights!"

He leapt to flip the switch, plunging everyone into darkness, and Hermione turned on her Dex so the muted light could guide them.

"Neville." Harry hissed quietly, shaking said boy to rouse him.

"Wha-?"

A hand was slapped over Neville's mouth before his shout could fully materialize, and another pressed Flora's beak closed.

"Missus Norris."

"Purrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr…"

Hillevi shifted silently, extra careful with her prosthetic, and herded the others into a far corner, behind a thick desk.

If-_when_-the door opened, it would be the only place not touched by the light that would seep in from the hallway.

Once all of them were safely hidden, Pokemon and all, Hillevi slowed her breathing at the sound of heavy footsteps outside.

"What's this, pretty?" Filch's gravelly voice echoed through the wood, slightly muffled.

Light spilled in over their heads, and she took hold of Hermione's hand, squeezing comfortingly.

"You hear some students in here, getting into trouble?"

The man laughed, taking a step into the room.

"I _have_ been in need of some little hands to help me unclog the fifth floor toilets."

It was only her hold and Harry's grip on her shoulder that kept Hermione from leaping up and begging for forgiveness, eyes wide with fear.

Quiet and still, as she had learned from Toothless, Hillevi turned her head just enough to check on her Pokemon.

Meatlug was crouched low, blue eyes narrowed and head twitching to catch sound, while Sharpshoot kept her tail-flame low and back, preventing the glow from giving away their presence.

Harry motioned for all of them to stay calm, and she nodded in agreement, placing a hand on Neville's shoulder in the hopes of calming his frayed nerves.

Filch and his Purugly growled when the students failed to reveal themselves, losing what patience they had.

"I ain't in the mood to play hide and seek! You want to sit in here, shivering in the shadows? Fine! I'll be waiting out in the hall for you to wise up and take your punishment!"

The door slammed shut after one final cry from Missus Norris, and they waited in tense silence for five agonizing minutes before truly believing the man was gone.

"Okay, keep your voices low." Harry whispered, Hermione's Dex and Sharpshoot's tail-flame once more giving them light.

"I knew this was a bad idea." Neville whimpered, clearly distraught. "Now we are going to have to unclog toilets!"

"It isn't that bad." Harry replied, calm.

"This is very bad." Hermione argued, frowning.

"No, I mean cleaning toilets. At least Filch isn't making us use our toothbrushes."

Hillevi really hoped the boy was joking, but she doubted it.

"We need to figure out a way around Filch." She reminded them gently, heart thumping and body outwardly relaxed. "I can distract them while you all get away."

"Not bloody likely!" Ron snapped, voicing everyone's thoughts. "Then you'll be the one in trouble!"

"The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the one." The reddish-brunette replied, the words a mantra drilled into her mind for years as a child.

"Then I should do it." Harry argued. "It's my fault you guys are in this situation. I'm not going to let you be punished because I fell for Draco's trap."

"I bet he's the one that let Filch know we were in here…" Ron muttered darkly. "I'm going to punch that arse so hard…"

"Ron, you do that and he will have _you_ in detention, or worse." Harry reasoned.

"Forget about Draco." Hermione cut in. "We need to figure a way out, without _anyone_ getting detention."

"Filch isn't going to just leave." Hillevi pointed out, running a hand down Meatlug's back so she relaxed somewhat. "And there really isn't anything outside we could sneak behind, either. Unless there's another way out of this room…"

Beginning to bounce, the eleven-year-old Gryffindor girl smiled, an idea bright in her eyes.

"Wait! Wait!"

Grabbing her Pokedex, she began to scroll through the different apps, clearly looking for something specific.

"I know I…Where is it? Hm…"

"Great, she's gone even more mental than usual." Ron complained.

"I don't think so, Ron." Neville replied, shaking his head.

"Yes! Three hundred and seventy five years ago, Headmaster Tobius Rosewood had a series of trap doors installed, including one in the Trophy Room, after he became convinced that there was a ghost haunting the bathroom three doors down."

Moving about on her hands and knees, Hermione patted the wooden floor.

"The school doesn't use it anymore, but…Here!"

A few tugs opened the trap door, a black maw leading downwards, and Neville glanced in nervously.

"What's below?"

"Another classroom."

"It could be a field of cactus for all I care!" Ron claimed. "Anything is better than Filch!"

"Let me go first." Harry ordered, moving towards the trap door. "If anyone gets hurt, it should be me, since I led us into this trap."

Before anyone could argue, he had already slid through the opening and left them waiting in fear that the next sound would be bones cracking.

"It's okay! I landed on something really soft! Come on!"

Scooping up Meatlug and Sharpshoot, Hillevi took a deep breath and leapt into the dark classroom before, squeaking in surprise at the soft, bouncy surface she landed on.

Rolling off one side to land shakily on her feet, she let both Pokemon down as the others followed her example, scanning the dark room thanks to Sharpshoot's tail-flame.

"See, told you!" Hermione voiced, pleased.

"How did you know about that trap door?" Harry wondered, somewhere off to her right.

"They talked about it in 'Hogwarts: A History'."

Biting her lip to keep from smiling, Hillevi turned around to look up at them-

And froze.

"Uh…guys?"

"Yeah?" Harry replied, distracted.

"I don't know how to tell you this, but…I think I know why the third floor is forbidden."

It took a moment for them all to follow her line of sight, squeaking and scrambling away as they realized the 'cushion' was in fact the belly of a giant, slumbering Pokemon.

"It's…It's a Snorlax!" Neville exclaimed, pressing against the wall with his housemates to keep away from the Snorlax taking up most of the classroom. "Why is there a Snorlax in the classroom?"

"I don't know, I don't know!" Harry replied breathlessly, afraid to awake the massive Pokemon. "I think he's asleep."

"That is what Snorlax does." Ron voiced glibly.

"I'd really like it if he stayed that way." Hillevi pointed out, Meatlug and Sharpshoot pressed close to her legs. "So please, no one wake the giant Hyper Beam-breathing monster, yeah?"

"Why would they have a Snorlax in here?" Hermione hissed, repeating Neville's question.

"Hagrid said Tiny was in the castle…They are using him to guard something." Harry remembered.

"There." Ron voiced, pointing to the floor underneath Tiny's head. "I think that's another trap door!"

"Just like 'Hogwarts: A History' said: Headmaster Rosewood installed a series of trap doors to escape the ghost he thought was haunting him."

"I'd rather escape the Snorlax right now, actually." Hillevi voiced, spotting the exit as the others collaborated on what the trap door could lead to. "Come on-"

Gentle music filled the room once she turned the handle, and her stomach dropped as the urge to sleep slowly disappeared, revealing exactly what was making the sound.

"A Pokeflute." Hermione realized. "The door must be rigged to make it play when it's opened."

"Why would they do that?"

"Snore…lax."

Neville's question was quickly answered as the five eleven-year-olds turned to see Tiny begin to stir, rising with another groan of it's name to swipe the sleep from his eyes.

Hillevi's stomach was probably somewhere by her feet at that point.

"_And_ we're dead."

Once the Snorlax's blurry gaze focused on them, Hillevi jumped into action, throwing Hermione and Neville through the open doorway before shouting a command.

"Meatlug, Protect!"

A glowing sphere surrounded the Steel-type and expanded to encompass the escaping preteens, deflecting the Hyper Beam attack into the surrounding walls.

Leaping into the hallway, Sharpshoot and Meatlug on her heels, Hillevi stumbled on her prosthetic a moment before slamming her shoulder into the door, closing it with a bang and cutting off the music.

Everyone held their breath for a few terrifying moments, expecting a Hyper Beam to cut right through the door and turn them all to dust-

But nothing happened.

Sagging with relief, the reddish-brunette dropped to her knees as Sharpshoot leapt onto one shoulder, checking her trainer for injury as Meatlug nudged her side, whining.

"Come on!" Hermione insisted, tugging on the shell-shocked girl's arm. "Let's go!"

"Filch is going to be here any second!" Ron agreed, herding Neville towards the nearest teleporter with Harry. "Let's not be here when he comes to investigate."

Nodding slowly, Hillevi limped after the others, heart still doing a rather impressive jig.

Legendaries, just looking into the face of that Hyper Beam...

_It was like facing the Great Sea and the Great Earth all over again_.
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In Valhalla, sports and team competitions were not exactly common, let alone a bid deal.

Life was about survival, not playing some silly game with arbitrary rules, and most children stopped playing such things after their first battle.

_You had to grow up fast in Valhalla, or not at all_.

The Gauntlet was a new concept for Hillevi, who proved her innate disconnect by being genuinely interested and willing to learn, even if just as a distraction.

"Stormfly!"

The bird Pokemon trilled, swooping down between her trainer and their temporary opponents.

"Disarming Voice!"

The swarm of Pidgeotto cried out as the Fairy-based attack struck, making room for Hillevi to slip underneath and turn a corner, Stormfly level with her shoulder the whole way.

Watching from above, Harry followed the reddish-brunette's progress through the course, Fred and George giving constant commentary on her performance.

Hillevi certainly had promise as a Runner, like he did, but this was merely a training exercise to help him get a better feel of the obstacles and traps, and how they could be utilized.

Chirping once, a sharp note of warning, Stormfly swerved to the left in a maneuver she followed just in time to avoid the smattering of needles shot out by a Beedrill.

Another blocked their path, forcing Hillevi into a skidding stop, caught between the two buzzing, poisonous Pokemon in a corridor with no escape route.

Mind racing, forcibly discarding the immediate solutions available with Meatlug or Sharpshoot, she ducked down under a barrage of needles as Stormfly jerked upward with a cry.

"Sing!"

A soft lullaby filled the air, weaving a hypnotic spell that soon has both Beedrill wobbling and falling out of the air, fast asleep.

"Thanks, baby girl." Hillevi voiced, Stormfly trilling in triumph.

The tiny Flying-type certainly enjoyed these training sessions much more than the others, and she was happy to indulge the young Pokemon.

Heart beating a strong rhythm in her chest, like drums, Hillevi smiled.

"Come on! We're not done yet!"
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Hillevi was used to only celebrating the winter holiday Snoggletog-_a variation, she suspected, of Avalon's Winter Solstice_-, mostly because it was the only time of year the Dragon-types withheld from raids and left them in peace.

Professor McGonagall had taken it upon herself to explain All Hallows Day to their foreign guest, telling the story of how Merlin had flown up into the clouds on the back of a Pidgeot to battle the ghosts and phantoms snatching up innocents, casting them down as Pokemon at the stroke of midnight.

Many important events, Hillevi learned, had been scheduled on the last night of October.

From the ending of tournaments to the killings of madmen, it seemed everyone in Avalon liked to use All Hallows Day to make a point.

Ron was certainly excited about the feast later that day, listing everything he planned on eating, while Hermione scrolled through her Pokedex, intent on proving that a custom the boy had mentioned was in fact a recent phenomenon and not some ancient tradition.

Even Neville was smiling the whole way to the great hall, a spring in his step.

But Harry…

The reddish-brunette frowned, studying the boy carefully.

There was a falseness in his smile that she knew all too well, like an old toothache, and she worried that something was wrong.

The great hall, decorated with streamers and balloons by the industrious Clefairy, only caused his pain to sharpen.

"Harry?" Hillevi voiced, taking a step closer as Meatlug whined, sharing her girl's concern. "Are you alright? Is something wrong?"

"I'm fine." Harry replied, that forced smile on his face once more. "Come on, before Ron eats everything."

Frowning as he picked up the pace, she shared a look with Sharpshoot, seeing her own concern mirrored back in the Fire-type's dark eyes.

What in the world was going on?

* * *

><p>The Halloween Feast proved to be a huge affair, with Pokemon and students happily gorging on the sweets and candies laid out before each person in equal portions.<p>

Hillevi made a point of trying at least one of everything, just to know how they tasted, but it was her Pokemon that finished off her horde with quite a bit of gusto.

Skullcrusher and Hookfang particularly enjoyed the chocolate Poke Balls, though they could not help but fight over the small plastic Remoraid within, while Stormfly stuck with the fruit-filled chocolates shaped like the symbols for Pokemon types.

Sharpshoot preferred the spicy hard candies, popping them into her mouth like popcorn, while Meatlug happily chewed on the iron ore the Clefairy had procured for her, uninterested in the sweets.

Tired and completely relaxed, Hillevi only half-listened to the conversation around her while nursing a hot chocolate, marshmallows bobbing along the surface.

The sound of ringing glass drew her attention to Dumbledore as the great hall fell silent, the headmaster clearing his throat.

"I am happy to welcome you all to our annual Halloween feast. Every year, we gather together to celebrate Merlin's victory over the spirits and phantoms that terrorized Avalon. I know that there are many that Halloween has become little more than an excuse to stuff ourselves with candy and stay up past curfew, but I hope every one of you remembers the true meaning on this holiday. When I was…"

"Ron, stop!" Hermione hissed, slapping said boy's hand away from Harry's candy.

"Ow!"

"Those are Harry's."

"He won't mind."

"Maybe, but you aren't going to take his candy until he tells you himself that it's okay." The female Gryffindor insisted.

"Where _is_ Harry?" Ron wondered, looking around as he realized their friend was nowhere to be seen.

This had Hillevi fully awake in a moment, straightening fully to take in the room.

"He said he was going to the bathroom…I wonder what's taking so long…" Hermione answered, worry creeping in.

"When ya gotta go, ya gotta go." Ron replied, shrugging.

"You are disgusting, Ron Weasley!"

"And you're-!"

"I don't think he's coming back." Neville cut in, gaze dropping to Flora. "This must be killing him, seeing everything like this…Today, of all days."

"What do you mean?" Hillevi wondered, brow furrowed. "What about today?"

"Halloween…" Hermione's eyes widened, shining with guilt. "Oh…Oh no."

"What?" Ron and Hillevi echoed, confused.

"Harry's parents died on Halloween."

The reddish-brunette went silent, heart twisting.

"They…"

A fuzzy memory, of warmth and a soft voice, then the pain in Stoick's eyes as he revealed why she didn't have a mother…

The tears from that day tried to burn her eyes, as if the knowledge was still new, and Hillevi knew exactly why he had been so hurt.

"GOLURKS!"

Nurse Poppy Joy raced into the great hall, interrupting Dumbledore's story, eyes wide with fear and cap lost in her haste.

"GOLURKS! GOLURKS IN THE SCHOOL!"

Having heard horror stories from Gobber about the Ground/Ghost-type Pokemon that often lurked in the darkest forests of Valhalla, Hillevi felt every important organ in her body drop in dread.

"Nurse Joy!" Professor McGonagall called out, trying to calm the other woman. "What are you talking about? Golurks?"

"Probably a prank." Snape snapped, disbelieving. "Nothing more than shadows and fog…"

"I know a Golurk when I see it!" The nurse shot back, turning desperately to Dumbledore. "I was heading down to the dungeons to pick up some Burn Heal Professor Snape had made for me when I spotted them! Two huge brutes lumbering towards the stairs-!"

The headmaster's Pokedex let out a piercing emergency call, and he tugged the device out immediately.

"Professor Quirrell?"

"Th-There are G-G-G-G-Golurks in the school, Albus!" The professor's shaky voice answered. "I have located two near the Ravenclaw dorms! Don't let anyone out of the great hall!"

"There are two more in the dungeons." Dumbledore informed him, earning a squeak.

"Are…Are you sure?"

"Positive, Poppy spotted them. I will go with Minerva and Filius to deal with them, and send Pomona and Serverus to you-"

"No!" Professor Quirrell replied, the sounds of battle filtering through the Pokedex's tiny speakers. "You are going to need all the help you can get taking down the last two! I managed to surprise one and take it down quickly, but…but this second one is proving quite the challenge. I will make it, but it would be a waste to send aid!"

On-edge from the knowledge of a battle going on so close by, Hillevi immediately recalled Skullcrusher, Hookfang and Stormfly despite their protests, not wanting her baby dragons hurt in case things went wrong.

"Students, I ask you all to stay here. Golurks are not to be taken lightly, and wandering about will only injure yourselves and your teachers. Please, enjoy your meals and do not worry. Prefects, keep your fellow students here."

Ignoring Hermione's confusion over how the Pokemon had gotten past the school's security system, Ron tried to flag down his older brother Percy, who ignored him to keep an eye on Fred and George instead.

"Ron, what's wrong?" Neville voiced.

"Harry's not here. He's still wandering around the castle."

"Maybe he went to the dorm." The other boy hoped.

"He didn't." Hillevi spoke up, voice soft. "Not today."

Ron was up on his feet in a flash at the thought that his best friend was in danger, ignoring Hermione's surprise.

"What are you doing?"

"I'm going to find Harry and warn him."

"Are you insane?" She retorted, chasing after the boy as he started for the door. "You can't go out there!"

"Harry it out there-"

"And you being dead won't help any!" Hermione bit out, frustrated.

Hillevi watched the three for a long moment as they argued, instincts warring inside.

Stay safe in the great hall and pray, or go out into the halls and find him?

Leaping onto her girl's shoulder, Sharpshoot yipped, tail-flame flaring as Meatlug hopped to her side, big blue eyes narrowed in determination.

_Well, that decided it_.

Careful not to be seen, the small eleven-year-old slipped out of the great hall and took off, bringing up the layout of Hogwarts in her mind to determine where Harry and the Golurks were likely to be.

Avoiding the dungeons and the entry to the Ravenclaw dorms, she decided to start on the nearest bathrooms and fan outward, careful not to make too much noise with her prosthetic.

Sharpshoot stayed alert, listening for the booming footsteps that would herald an approaching Golurk, as Meatlug tried to find Harry's scent trail, sniffing about like a tiny metal bloodhound.

A growl rumbled through the Steel-type's belly, and Hillevi skidded to a halt, looking back to see Meatlug absolutely still, glaring behind them.

Sharpshoot followed her gaze, nose twitching, and bared her fangs, tail-flame sparking with blue stars.

Heart pounding like a frightened Buneary, the reddish-brunette strained her hearing…

_But she didn't hear the heavy footsteps of a Golurk_.

The whole hallway shuddered violently, and Hillevi yelped, dropping to curl protectively over Meatlug as the wall a few yards away exploded outward in a spray of heavy stone shards.

"There she is!" An unfamiliar voice boomed with laughter.

Her eyes caught on the massive figure of a Viking man in the clearing dust, flanked by a Steelix and a Rhydon, who must have been the perpetrators.

"The little Dragon Conqueror!" The man mocked, obviously unimpressed. "Such a shame that the Haddock legacy will end with a fishbone of a girl like you."

Skin prickling with dread, Hillevi leapt sideways as a boulder flew through the air, striking where they had been crouched only seconds before.

A couple more followed in rapid succession, and Meatlug roared in return, leaping to the defense of her trainer.

The rock stood little chance against her armor, shattering on impact, and Hillevi whipped around, mind already formulating a battle plan.

"Iron Defense and Harden! Smokescreen!"

The two followed her orders immediately, and the damaged hallway filled with ash and smoke in moments, blinding the larger Pokemon and their trainer as effectively as turning off the lights.

Sharpshoot zeroed in on her opponent as Meatlug finished strengthening her armor, fierce.

The Steelix roared as a stream of fire struck him full in the face, and Rhydon shrieked as the Metal Burst attack knocked him right off his feet.

"Inferno! Protect!"

Meatlug glowed once more, expanding her shield to encompass their trainer as Sharpshoot's tail-flame flared, shooting such a mighty glut of flame that Steelix was completely engulfed, shrieking and thrashing as the heat cut right through his steel hide.

Finding his feet, Rhydon charged at the tiny Fire-type with a roar, arm pulled back for a heavy blow-

"Iron Tail!"

Meatlug struck the larger Rock-type full in the face, and both hit the ground with a deafening thud as the flames ebbed, out cold.

Not waiting for the smoke to fully clear, lest the Viking make a last-ditch attempt to rush her, Hillevi threw out a third Poke Ball.

"Stormfly! Sing!"

The lilting notes immediately had an effect, and she watched the massive man sway before crashing to the floor in a snoring heap, fast asleep.

Heart racing away in her chest, the reddish-brunette forced herself to take a couple steps closer, finally taking the time to study her opponent.

He was a stout, muscled hulk, as all Vikings tended to be, with wild black hair and a ragged beard that was as ill-kept as his clothes.

A medal pinned his furs in place, and Hillevi jerked back as if burned, throat closed off with terror.

Sharpshoot snarled, breathing sparks, and Meatlug pressed against her girl's leg in silent support, gaze firmly on the fallen Pokemon.

Trilling softly, Stormfly landed on her trainer's shoulder and cooed, pressing close in an attempt to soothe the rapid pulse.

_No, no, this isn't real, I'm seeing things, he __**can't**__ know where I am, we did everything __**right**_-

"Miss Haddock!"

Turning at the call, Hillevi realized she was trembling violently all over, mind still racing over what this meant.

Sharpshoot snapped her jaws at Professor Snape, guarding her trainer, and Meatlug whined as she pressed close, trying to keep the girl upright with her small frame.

"Hillevi." Dumbledore soothed, placing a hand on her free shoulder so he could check for injuries. "What happened?"

"He was going to take me." She voiced, thoughts stuttering on the way to her mouth.

"Who is this man?" Professor McGonagall questioned, her Bisharp poised to strike if either Steelix or Rhydon began to stir. "Where is he from?"

Hillevi fell silent, not wanting to make this whole nightmare real, and the answer left in a whisper.

"The Outcasts."
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Time seemed to speed up and slow down at random; one moment, Hillevi was in the destroyed hallway, trying not to hyperventilate, and then she was in Dumbledore's office, listening to the debate on what was to be done.

There was still a chance that this had been a lucky guess, that no one really knew of her departure from Berk, but she knew better.

_Alvin never guessed_.

_**The only question was what he had planned to do with her if the kidnapping attempt had succeeded**_.

Thoroughly rattled, Hillevi could not help practically running out of the headmaster's office, not realizing where she was going until the door to the Gryffindor dormitory blocked her path.

Hands shaking, the shaken girl typed in the password after a couple tries and stumbled inside, whatever false calm she had managed to salvage cracking like thin ice.

"G-Guys?"

The next thing she knew, Hillevi was surrounded by her friends, obviously concerned and trying to figure out what was wrong.

The façade fractured, releasing tears, and Hermione wrapped the smaller girl up in a hug, cooing softly as Sharpshoot and Meatlug abandoned scouting the room to comfort their trainer.

Ron, for one, floundered audibly at this turn of events, steering clear as Harry and Neville vacated a path for the girls to the common room couch.

After the fright earlier that night with the Golurks, even the upperclassmen were already in their dorms, adrenaline sapping any late-night energy they might have had, leaving the four First Years and their friend in relative privacy.

"Levi?" Harry started, careful. "Did you run into a Golurk?"

Sniffling, the reddish-brunette shook her head, throat still tight with tears.

"Did something else happen?" Neville wondered.

Managing a nod, Hillevi swallowed down the hysteria, forcing her mind to clear.

"I…I need to share something with you." She admitted, decision clear.

_If she was putting them in danger by association, then they deserved to know_.

Sensing that this was serious, the Gryffindors sat down around her, waiting patiently.

With a deep breath to strengthen her nerves, and take time to gather her words, Hillevi finally raised her eyes from the Pokemon curled up in her lap.

"When Dumbledore introduced me at the Welcoming Feast…He did not tell the whole truth. It was for my safety, but…it hardly matters now."

Squaring her shoulders-

"My full name is Hillevi Horrendous Haddock the Third, heir to the Ancient and Noble House of Haddock and only child of Chief Stoick the Vast of Berk."

Hermione, Neville and Ron were wide-eyed, slowly realizing what this meant, but Harry at least understood the weight behind her words.

"But you might be more familiar with my newer title…as the Dragon Conqueror."

Ron promptly began to choke on his saliva as Hermione gasped, covering her mouth in shock as Neville struggled to find his voice.

"_You're_ the…?"

"The Dragon Conqueror?" Harry echoed, brow furrowing in confusion.

"Remember what we said about Valhalla?" The female Gryffindor stated, overcoming her surprise with facts. "Every species of Dragon-type Pokemon, even ones never discovered anywhere else, has a home in Valhalla and often raided the villages. They built their whole region around being strong, even the humans, in order to drive them off."

"I was different." Hillevi admitted, her smile self-deprecating and painful. "Come on, when you hear the word 'Viking', I'm not exactly what you imagine. I'm a scrawny fishbone, can't even lift an axe, and my Pokemon won't evolve…"

No matter how many times she said it, Hillevi still felt this horrible knot in her chest at the reminder of what a _failure_ she was as a Viking…

_And yet_…

"_**First to fight alongside a Legendary one, though.**_"

"Once I met Toothless, I knew I'd never be like the others."

"_Toothless_?" Ron blurted, finally finding his voice. "You catch a Legendary Pokemon, and you name it _Toothless_?"

The black Poke Ball rattled, and the four Gryffindors stared as they realized where said Dragon-type Legendary resided.

"Friends give friends nicknames." Hillevi answered easily, gaze dropping shyly after a moment. "That's what I've heard, anyway…"

Understanding softened Harry's face, and Hermione reached forward to place her hand over the smaller girl's.

"We know, Levi."

"Did something about who you are…Did something happen?" Neville wondered, vividly remembering her earlier distress.

"…Yes." Hillevi admitted, happiness tempered with the reminder. "Do you know how the hierarchy works in Valhalla?"

"Instead of having gyms or an Elite Four, the region is a series of islands, each inhabited by codependent villages ruled by chiefs." Hermione explained, already sensing the confusion from Ron and Harry. "The chief is the strongest on the island, determined by contest or concession of rule, and the strongest of the chieftains rules them all the same way."

"The Haddocks have always been chief of Berk." The reddish-brunette agreed. "And chief of our region. There hasn't been a challenge over either position for generations. Until…"

"Until you." Ron finished, already starting to fume.

"Yeah." She replied, more nonchalant. "I just wasn't considered a competitor before Toothless."

"Did someone get into the school?" Hermione worried, eyes darting to the room's dark corners as if some dark figure would suddenly appear. "Like the Golurks? Is that what happened?"

"…Yes."

Sharpshoot growled, tail jerking side to side like an agitated cat's, and Meatlug stared up at the humans with steely blue eyes, calm.

"It was a man from one of the rival villages, the Outcasts. They obviously didn't do much research, since he had a Rock- and a Steel-type, so Meatlug and Sharpshoot took care of them. It's just…"

Hillevi paused, worrying her bottom lip.

"The entire point of me being at Hogwarts was to keep things like this from happening. And now I've put you all in danger…"

None of them could find anything to say at first, and the silence stretched for a few long moments before Harry straightened, green eyes narrowed in determination.

"We don't care." He promised firmly, holding her gaze. "You're our friend, and a Gryffindor in everything but name. No one here will _ever_ let anything happen to you."

Tears shimmered over her eyes, a watery veil, as the others voiced their agreement.

"Of course not!"

"They'll have to go through me first!"

"We're with you, no matter what happens."

Sharpshoot barked her approval as Meatlug pressed into her belly, vibrating with a protective growl.

Swallowing down the lump of _affectionjoyhope_ that was bubbling up her chest, Hillevi smiled through the tears, deeply touched.

"I…Thank you all, so much. I swear on my honor, as heir to the House of Haddock and a warrior of Valhalla, to be worthy of you."

The black Poke Ball warmed against her skin, and the vow was sealed.
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If Stormfly enjoyed Gauntlet training-_and the extra search and rescue drills_-, Skullcrusher and Hookfang loved to battle.

As Stoick would say, the pair had warrior spirits, and took every opportunity to hone their skills.

_Usually against each other_.

Practicing against other people however, usually Gryffindors, was their favorite pastime.

Hillevi was surprised when the pair proved exceptional at Double Battles, considering their rivalry, but decided not to look a generous Delibird in the mouth.

"Ralts, Confusion!"

"Scabbers, Hyper Fang!"

Ron groaned as his Raticate refused to listen, _again_.

"Skullcrusher, Bide!"

The Rock/Dragon-type endured the blow, glowing with power as Hookfang reared back.

"Hookfang, Dragon Rage!"

The pair released their attacks simultaneously, knocking both Ralts and Scabbers right over, signaling the end of this particular practice match.

Motioning for her Pokemon to stand down, Hillevi crossed the indoor training field to join Hermione and Ron in checking their partners for serious injury.

"You did great." She assured, patting Ralts gently as the young Psychic/Fairy-type toddled back into Hermione's arms.

"We lost. _Horribly_." The red-haired boy grumbled, glaring as Scabbers lazed about almost defiantly.

"Trust me, you always learn more from losing than winning." Hillevi replied, passing a gentle touch over Hookfang's head as Skullcrusher butted against her hip with an impatient huff. "I've lost a lot more battles than I've won over the years, and the mistakes are what helped us grow stronger."

Hermione nodded, a frown taking shape as she tried to analyze the battle and pinpoint their faults, Harry and Neville joining the group from their post on the sidelines.

"It would have gone _way_ better if Scabbers listened to me...Hey!"

Ron perked up, frustration dissipating as he remembered something.

"You got a Legendary to listen to you, right Levi?"

"More like take my suggestions…" She admitted, uncertain. "Why do you ask?"

"Just tell me how you did it! If it worked on a Legendary, it'll work on Scabbers for sure!"

"I don't think that's how it works." Neville voiced, gaze diverted as said Pokemon yawned.

"You can't really expect it to be that easy." Hermione chided him, giving the boy a disapproving look. "You heard what Professor McGonagall said; Levi took the time to build a relationship with her Pokemon so they trust and respect her. There's no shortcut! It probably took months for Toothless to accept her as a trainer!"

Harry paused, ignoring Ron's grumbling, and turned to their foreign friend.

"Actually…I don't think you ever told us how you caught Toothless."

Pausing, Hillevi tried to remember if she had ever, in fact, told _anyone_ exactly how she met the shiny Sky Dragon.

"Huh…Guess not."

"Could we…?" Neville hesitated, petting Flora's head in a self-soothing gesture. "Could we meet him?"

Taking a moment to check that the doors were still locked and that no new occupants had entered unnoticed, the Valhallan nodded, gently popping the shiny black Poke Ball from its anchor on her chain.

"Alright…but you guys might wanna take a few steps back."

The Gryffindors hastily complied with the suggestion as she enlarged the Poke Ball, smiling at the excited shaking from within.

"Come on out, Toothless."

Light burst from the opening sphere, taking shape as it got bigger and bigger and…

Harry gaped as the largest Pokemon he had ever seen solidified, curling his body around the stunned group and settling on massive, clawed paws at Hillevi's side.

"Guys, this is Toothless. Toothless, these are my friends: Harry, Ron, Hermione, and Neville."

The snake-like Dragon-type lowered his head to their level, blinking large green eyes as his nostrils flared.

Even Flora bowed her head in respect, though Scabbers retreated to the far wall, gnashing his teeth.

"Um…Hi." Harry voiced, Eevee pressing low into his neck. "It's nice to meet you…Toothless."

Huffing softly at the obvious unease among the group, Toothless seemed to smile, crooning a low, rumbling note that seemed to ease the younglings' nerves.

Patting the Legendary's cheek with a smile, Hillevi moved around to his other side, drawing the group's attention to the shiny black scar that slashed right through the scales.

"You see this?" She voiced, smoothing a hand over the smooth skin. "When I found Toothless, he must have been in a bad fight, because he was torn open here and unconscious in a clearing near his den. I…I had wanted to fight him, at first, but when I saw all that blood…"

The girl paused, looking at them with something like pain in her dark green eyes.

"I couldn't leave him like that. Meatlug and Sharpshoot helped me cauterize the wound, and we visited him every day to change the bandages, make sure he was alright. I started to trust he wouldn't eat me after a while, and he started to believe that I wouldn't hurt him."

Toothless scoffed, as if the thought that anyone could hurt him was ludicrous, earning barks of laughter from the baby dragons.

Rolling her eyes, Hillevi reached over the scratch just under his jaw, soothing the shiny Rayquaza into a purr.

"I learned a lot about Dragon-types from Toothless, things that they never told me in the village…I couldn't be like everyone else after that."

"And when Groudon and Kyogre came…" Hermione voiced, the pieces clicking together.

"I convinced Toothless to help." She finished, one hand falling to grip the leggings on her left thigh. "We won."

There was no need to ask what the price was for that victory, or even if she regretted it; Hillevi may have been traumatized by the experience, but regretting her friends or the sacrifice she made for them was not even a consideration.

Squirming for a moment, Eevee hopped down from his trainer's shoulder, cautiously approaching the Legendary.

Low on his belly, tail twitching, he stretched up and waited for Toothless to lean down so their noses brushed in a proper greeting.

Purring softly as all the tension faded, the Pokemon nuzzled, and were soon joined by Ralts, Flora, Skullcrusher and Hookfang.

Amused as the smaller Pokemon cuddled up to his warm hide, the shiny Sky Dragon-_very gently_-nudged Harry's side, flecks of gold visible in the glowing emerald irises.

"He likes you." Hillevi assured, seeing the uncertainty on her friend's face. "Go on."

Overcoming his unease, Harry reached up and flattened a palm on the dark snout, careful to avoid the red-lined maw and the teeth within.

Pressing back in approval, Toothless rolled onto his side with the languid, lazy grace of a well-fed Persian, silently asking for belly rubs to his girl's giggling amusement.

It was like a wall breaking down between them.

Ron started babbling about how cool it was to meet a shiny Legendary, while Hermione immediately burst with questions about the history of Rayquaza, leaving Neville and Harry to give the content Pokemon a belly rub as everyone settled into a warm pile against his side.

Nestled right behind his jaw, Hillevi smoothed a hand over the Lengendary's cheek and jaw as she answered any questions the others had.

Hours passed this way, leaving a sleepy huddle of humans and Pokemon in Toothless' coils, and she hummed as the Legendary purred, eyes half-lidded and bright with contentment.

"I know, bud." She whispered, looking over the scene with a smile. "I know."
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Releasing a few excited notes in song, Stormfly studied the Gauntlet course below with sharp eyes, feathers ruffling and smoothing in turns.

It was one of the many they had run in training, but today it was the backdrop for Hogwarts' first match between Gryffindor and Slytherin.

Gently petting the small bird's head, Hillevi used her free hand to find the right station, fumbling for a moment before Sharpshoot took the Pokedex herself.

Holding it on her own lap, the Fire-type settled back into her girl's loose embrace, Meatlug snuggling close with a purr as Hillevi popped one of the earbuds in and offered the other for Stormfly to hear the commentary as well.

There was an announcer for each house, and it was no secret that Lee Jordan had a tendency to get louder the longer a match went on, especially when it was against their rivals.

"Welcome, Gryffindors, to the start of the 1991 Gauntlet season!"

The stands exploded in cheers, red flags waving, as the Gryffindor team stepped onto the field.

"Today's contest promises to be intense, as our fighting Arcanines take on the sinister Slytherin Arboks."

Ron booed rather loudly at that last bit, joined by Sharpshoot and Meatlug as the opposing team appeared, and Hillevi rolled her eyes.

"Making things more interesting will be our team's Runner. Starting in his first game, the Boy-Who-Lived himself, Harry Potter!"

The four friends-_and their Pokemon_-broke out into cheers of encouragement that outstripped all the others, intent on supporting him.

"Today's match will be taking place in the Thunder Caverns Course. As you may well know, this course pays homage to the legend of Carter Daniels, who discovered the very first Thunderstone in Thunder Caverns here in the Avalon region. Elemental Stones are one of our biggest exports, and if it were not for Daniels' discovery, Avalon would not be the envy of all the world that it is today."

Taking a moment to be grateful she had no need for the expensive stones, Hillevi smiled as Stormfly shifted impatiently, wanting the match to _start already_.

"The course features many different opportunities for Gauntlet Captain Oliver Wood and Angelina Johnson to knock points off their starting total. There are fifteen flags, each worth ten points, scattered around for them to pick up. There are also twenty targets, worth five points, that can be shattered. Ten different Pokemon are wandering around, including an Electabuzz worth thirty points if defeated, waiting for our Dashers."

Stormfly shuddered, instinctively wary of Electric-types, and the reddish-brunette ran a soothing hand down her back.

"While we aren't concerned about our Dashers, Slytherin should, with the many traps that are waiting for our Defenders to activate. Crumbling floors that lead to seven foot deep pits, sliding doors that can be used to seal passageways, and bottlenecks that could lead to ambushes."

"This is going to be a tough course." Ron admitted, leaning forward nervously. "Since they can't use flying Pokemon to monitor their progress, they are going to have to find ways to keep track of which sections they've been down."

"With so many branching paths, I think the Defenders are going to have a hard time of it." Neville agreed.

"That's good though, right?" Hermione voiced, uncertain. "That means Harry will have a better chance of making it to the safe zone."

"But he's not as experienced as the other Runner." Hillevi pointed out, growing concerned. "If they catch him in one of the bottlenecks or closed-in places, he might not get out."

Lee's commentary cut through any response the Gryffindor girl could have made, signaling that the match was going to start soon.

"The Runners are making their way towards the safe zone near the Ravenclaw side of the field. Built to resemble the exact same room Carter Daniels first chipped a Thunderstone from the rock, our Runners will need to make it through the tunnels and open fighting zones if they hope to remove a hundred points from their score."

A scoreboard appeared, the teams' points brightly displayed.

"And we begin in three…two…one!"

Both sides set off, and Hillevi followed Harry's progress through the hallways, his partner's Rapidash checking each intersection for dangers with a quick Flamethrower.

Nothing happened for long minutes, ratcheting her nerves higher, because silence could only mean-

The Gryffindors gasped, crying out as Katie Bell twisted about in an effort to dodge a sudden barrage of attacks, Ron's scream of horror echoing in Hillevi's ears as the realization sunk in.

"What…What happened?" Hermione demanded, shocked. "They were doing so well…"

"A kill box." Ron moaned, holding his head as he fell back. "They set up a bloody kill box."

"And…what is that?" Hermione wondered, shivering.

"It's the strategy that's going to cost us the game!"

"That big open area is the kill box." Neville explained, wide-eyed. "The Slytherins moved three of their Defenders and a Dasher to the upper corners of the arena. See, right there in those tunnels. They have the high round and can signal to each other. Anyone in there is a sitting duck."

"But we're in the lead. They've only achieved three goals and taken off thirty points."

"It's all about their Runner." Ron pointed out. "They're stopping Harry from getting to the safe zone. They'll focus their attacks on Katie and Harry, and let their Runner get through with ease!"

Studying the scene below, Hillevi started to smile.

"I don't think so."

Before any of them could ask, another Gryffindor shouted the answer.

"Look! It's Harry! He's through!"

"_What_?" Ron shouted. "_How_?!"

It was true; Harry had not entered the kill box like everyone had assumed, managing to sneak through side tunnels and past the Slytherin Defenders, sealing his way and running unobstructed through the last third of the course.

_Until he ran into Marcus Flint and his Graveler_.

Stormfly shrieked, wings flaring, and Meatlug growled as the larger Rock-type tucked himself into a Rollout and chased Harry down a narrow hallway, his only apparent escape route being a drop into the trench below.

Hillevi knew this was Flint's goal, and barked out a laugh when Harry decided to go _up_ instead, gripping the cloth that hung over the arena.

Dropping down one both Flint and his Pokemon had rumbled passed, he sealed them behind another door before taking off.

The entire stadium was rendered silent at this daring maneuver, the judges debating furiously, but she hardly cared.

Harry was alright, had almost reached the end, and there was no one left to block his path-

Sharpshoot barked as a horrible whine filled the air, Stormfly burrowing into her trainer's neck as a Magnemite appeared, electricity crackling around it's metallic body.

Meatlug roared as the energy washed over her, and suddenly…

It stopped.

There was only a moment to wonder what was going on before the arena trembled, the Magnemite fleeing as Harry fell, crawling towards the safe zone as a wall crumbled to reveal a horde of Voltorb, all glowing bright white-

"_HARRY_!"

The explosions rocked the stand, but Hillevi was already up and leaping over seats in her way, focused.

"Stormfly! Find Harry!"

The Flying-type took off without a moment's hesitation, and the reddish-brunette followed as quickly as she could, Sharpshoot leaping onto her shoulder as Meatlug charged ahead to clear a path.

The railing that prevented most spectators from accidentally falling was a perfect support, the rough sole of her boot catching on the curved metal so she could propel herself over and into the arena.

Leaning forward, Sharpshoot released a Flamethrower that struck the ground below, slowing their descent enough that hitting the ground only sent a twinge up her prosthetic.

Ignoring the pain, she ran towards where Stormfly was circling the debris, trilling urgently.

"Meatlug, Dig!"

With the practice and precision earned through many such emergencies, the Aron tore boulders apart, shoving them away with ease to clear the rubble away.

One large slab revealed a battered Harry, hands burned from the explosion and a gash on his head, a passed out Eevee tucked safely under his body.

Oblivious to the judge's box finally landing, Hillevi dropped down onto her good knee, pressing a hand to his neck.

Sharpshoot snarled at the approach of other people, tail-flame tinged blue, as she breathed a sigh of relief at the pulse that thrummed against her fingers.

_Thank the Legendaries_…

Shuffling back as Dumbledore took her place by Harry's side, calling for Poppy, Hillevi turned her gaze to the fainted Voltorb and frowned.

_What in the world was going on around here?_


	18. Chapter 17

Once out of the infirmary, Harry shared the strange happenings of the year with Hillevi, from the break-in at the Pokemon Center in Galahad, to Hagrid mentioning the Snorlax Tiny, to the Golurks managing to enter the castle, and finally to the unexpected Magnemite and Hagrid's second slip about a Mister Silph.

No one could claim that all of it was a coincidence.

With this in mind, Hillevi joined in the search for information while also helping the Gryffindors study and train, relieved when no further dangers presented themselves over the next two months.

_Before she knew it, the Winter Solstice was upon them_.

* * *

><p>In Valhalla, Snoggletog was a time of family.<p>

While gifts were rare, and often a painful reminder of her shortcomings as a Viking, Hillevi's best memories of home were of this time of year being spent with her father and honorary uncle.

Without the threat of raids, and thus the constant proof of her ineptitude, Stoick would finally relax and smile, telling stories of their family long-passed and great battles that had shaped their region centuries ago.

As snow began to fall and the temperature reached levels closer to home, Hillevi felt the first true pangs of homesickness.

She missed Stoick's proud smile when she calmed a dragon, Gobber's deep belly laugh when Skullcrusher and Hookfang fought over her affection, the way Astrid would brush her bangs aside before leaning in for a kiss…

The memories played on infinite loop, needles in the back of her mind, and she tried to find anything to distract herself from them.

Ron and Harry were the only others of their group to stay at Hogwarts over the break, and the reddish-brunette stayed close to them as the professors went about trying to entertain the remaining students.

On that first day, Professor McGonagall gave a demonstration of Pokemagnus and answered questions one-on-one, and Hagrid showed up for dinner with photos of rare Pokemon he had seen, like a Whiscash the size of a Wailord.

Professor Flitwick and Professor Sprout teamed up the next day to give history lessons on Avalon, telling legends and equating them to modern day, that had even Ron paying attention.

While Hillevi certainly learned a lot, and had quite a bit of fun with her remaining friends, the homesickness never really went away.

Even Sharpshoot and Meatlug were a bit melancholy, though the Charmander refused to admit that she missed anyone out of a stubborn grudge.

_None of them had ever thought they would miss Berk quite as much as they did_…
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Snoggletog dawned bright and clear, frosted windows letting in rainbow-light that painted her vision in bright, shifting colors.

Blinking sleepily, Hillevi rolled over onto her right side in order to prop herself up, humming absently as Skullcrusher and Hookfang whined at being moved.

Feathers ruffling, Stormfly hopped up to perch on their girl's head as she stared at the foot of her bed, surprised.

A bundle of letters sat innocently on the disturbed furs, tied together with rough twine and a bit wrinkled around the edges, and the faint smell of sea salt was like a punch to the gut.

"Are those…?"

Bobbing her head in a nod, Meatlug nudged the papers towards their girl while Sharpshoot crossed her little arms, looking away with a snort of smoke.

The salt-weathered material crinkled in her hands, and Hillevi softened her grip, carefully untying the knot on top so she could pick up the first envelope.

Her father's name was printed in strong lines on one side, and the reddish-brunette paused, heart starting to shudder with emotion.

The next bore Gobber's name, then Snotlout, the twins, Fishlegs, Astrid…

There must have been forty other letters after that, each with the name of a villager emblazoned on the envelope, and Hillevi's vision swam as a soft sound caught in her throat.

_Was this…?_

Pressing into her side, Hookfang whined at her girl's distress, and Skullcrusher butted his head into her thigh with a low, concerned growl.

Taking a shaky breath, she slid a finger under the flap and slowly ripped the envelope open, revealing the folded piece of paper within.

Sharpshoot and Meatlug joined in huddling around their girl, offering support, and her shoulders eased just a touch.

"**To my dearest child…**" She read, soaking in the roughly-written words. "**I have missed you these last few months, more than I can ever say. The house feels empty without you or your Pokemon here, and everyone is a bit more somber now. We're all taking care of the dragons; they seem to have chosen their own humans, like you said yours had, and everyone is happy with the arrangement.**"

Hillevi paused, eyes flickering over the next words for a few extra moments.

"**But I can tell that everyone misses you just as much. Even Snorri, for all his posturing, keeps talking about what you would be doing if you were here.**"

Sharpshoot scoffed at the thought of Snotlout missing anything but his punching bag, but did not dissuade her girl from getting a bit teary-eyed at the thought.

"**When I decided to write you this letter for Snoggletog, the whole village decided to do the same. Poor Bucket could hardly write a word without bursting into tears.**"

Giggling, Meatlug nodded her head, remembering quite clearly the spectacle said Viking had made when dropping them off.

"**I know that we treated you badly in the past, that…**"

Hillevi lost her voice for a moment, fighting back tears.

"**That I…made horrible mistakes, and that we hurt you in a way that does not truly heal. Never doubt that I have always loved you, more than anything in the world, and that we wish you were here with us now. I can only hope you are safe and happy in Hogwarts, and that the troubles here end soon so you can come home.**"

The letter ended with his signature, quick and almost indecipherable strokes, and Hillevi turned her eyes onto the others, water trembling on damp lashes.

_All of these_…

The five Pokemon pressed close as tears flooded down her cheeks, Toothless' ball rattling.

Tiny sobs turned into laughter, and a smile shone through like the sun breaking through storm clouds, hopeful.

_It was all she had ever needed to know_.
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Hillevi spent that whole morning holed up in her room, reading through each letter and placing them in a fire-proof box that held her most precious belongings.

The original sketches she had made of Toothless, the shiny pebbles and tarnished rings Stormfly had brought her as friendly gifts, the teeth-worn leather Skullcrusher had tested his young fangs on, the squishy doll Hookfang had carried with her everywhere…

Shifting aside the tattered Latios and Latias plush toys her mother had left her as a baby, she carefully nestled the delicate papers within, not wanting the words to fade into the creases and be lost.

The young dragons huddled close to their trainer as she placed the last letter inside with almost reverent care, Astrid's graceful script looping in tight circles on the delicate parchment, and closed the lid securely.

Nudging the thick metal box back into its spot under a pile of pillows, Meatlug warbled softly, pressing against Hillevi's side now that Skullcrusher and Hookfang took up the girl's lap.

Rubbing at damp cheeks, Hillevi reached down to run both hands over each of her Pokemon, reassuring them that she was honestly alright.

Sharpshoot looked towards the window, analyzing the angle of sunbeams, and red-rimmed green eyes followed suit, calculating.

"Guess we missed breakfast." She noticed, mildly surprised to find it was almost noon. "How does lunch sound?"

Stormfly twittered in agreement, unanimously echoed by the others as they rushed for the door.

Hillevi could not help but laugh.

* * *

><p>"Levi!"<p>

"There you are!"

Turning on her prosthetic out of old habit-_and rather proud of herself for only wobbling a little_-, Hillevi smiled at the sight of her friends.

"Ron, Harry! I thought you'd be in the great hall already."

"We've been looking for you." Harry supplied, practically beaming. "I want to show you something."

Interest peaked, the reddish-brunette faced them fully, Sharpshoot leaning forward over one shoulder as Meatlug shifted in her arms.

Producing a new type of Poke Ball, one the Valhallan had never seen before, Harry pressed the release button and revealed-

"Litwick!" The tiny candle-shaped Pokemon greeted, a ghostly flame flickering on it's head.

Blinking in surprise, Hillevi started to smile, gold stars winking to life in her forest eyes.

"Hello, little one." She replied, offering a finger for the small Pokemon to shake. "It's nice to meet you."

Sharpshoot barked in agreement, tail-flame flickering, and the Litwick smiled, his own flame repeating the pattern as Meatlug chirped happily.

"His name's Ludwig." Harry offered, smiling as the ghostly Fire-type returned to hover over his shoulder. "He…He's the child of my mother's Chandelure."

The smile on her face softened, empathetic.

"He's amazing, Harry."

Ron happily recounted all of the gifts they had received for Winter Solstice the rest of the way to the great hall, giving the three Pokemon time to chat as well.

"I'm sorry I didn't get you anything." Hillevi apologized, guilty. "Presents aren't really a thing for Snoggletog, and I didn't know…"

"Hey, no problem." Ron assured, a touch sheepish. "I didn't really get anyone presents, either. Didn't feel right, getting them from the school store…"

"But we're gonna order some welcome back gifts after lunch for everyone." Harry added. "Did you want to join us?"

"Sure." She replied, brightening. "Sounds like fun."

The Gryffindor table was much emptier than usual, and Hillevi released her baby Pokemon without the usual remorse over taking up extra space.

Harry did the same, and the three settled down for lunch as the Pokemon greeted each other.

_Maybe this Snoggletog would not be so bad, after all_.
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It had been there for two weeks.

Sitting on her bedroom windowsill, the stone ledge softened with heavy pillows, Hillevi stared at the bobbing shapes far off-shore with suspicion.

The silhouettes were wrong for Lapras, and the large Tentacruel that called those waters home tended to stay closer to the sand or deep underwater, depending on the time of day.

_So what were they?_

Skullcrusher shifted on her lap, curling tighter around Hookfang as the other snorted sleepily, and Stormfly tucked her head further into the cottony mass of her wings, deep in a dream.

Cuddling her three youngling dragons, Hillevi glared at the unknown masses that stayed just before the horizon, barely visible as the water turned inky-dark against the setting sun.

"What do you think they are?"

Finally removing her gaze from the window-_and the lake beyond_-, Sharpshoot leveled it on her trainer, a look that said to stop trying to find a truth that was already obvious.

Meatlug snorted, unerringly still as she kept an unwavering vigil.

Closing her eyes, Hillevi let her head fall back onto the stone, deflating with a sigh.

"This doesn't make any sense." She admitted aloud, frustrated. "No one should even know I've left Berk, let alone try to kidnap me!"

Growling lowly at the reminder, Meatlug hunkered down against her girl's prosthetic, face almost touching the glass in an unwavering stare.

"I mean, what would he get out of it?" Hillevi continued, running one hand over Skullcrusher's side to soothe him back to sleep. "I'd never help him train dragons, and even if I'm now considered an adult-"

The next words lodged in her throat as another thought interrupted, blood freezing in her veins.

"Oh, Legendaries…" She breathed, panic bubbling up behind her eyes. "You don't think…"

Baring her fangs in a snarl as she caught on, Sharpshoot shook her head sharply, sparks flying with the movement.

Meatlug's growl went to such a low register that it vibrated straight through the girl's chest, like the very earth was shaking in rage, and the sound eased Hillevi's racing heart.

_They would never allow anything like that to happen_.

"You're right." She reasoned, hugging her young Pokemon closer. "Dad would kill him."

Though she knew this to be true-_had been true even when Stoick had been ashamed of her_-, it did not stop Hillevi from watching the lake until late into the night.
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"So this Mister Silph is head of a corporation based in Kanto?" Hillevi summarized, curled up on one end of the couch with Meatlug.

"That's what the Bulbapedia article said." Ron answered, sitting upside-down while playing some sort of game on his Pokedex.

"The article also said he fled the region near the beginning of their war with Johto." Harry added, running a brush through Eevee's fluffy coat. "Something about being scared that they would target him."

"They weren't targeting corporations or businesses." She pointed out, frowning. "Mostly government buildings and such. Their issue wasn't with the people of Kanto, just their leaders."

Both boys looked at her curiously, and Hillevi shrugged, a touch sheepish.

"My dad's chief of Valhalla, remember? I know a lot of the big names personally."

"I don't think they would, either." Harry admitted. "Unless he had something important, and powerful."

"And you both think he had Dumbledore hide it here." She concluded, eyes flickering as she absorbed this new information. "It's possible. Would certainly explain Tiny the Snorlax, and that break-in."

Here, the reddish-brunette paused, uncertain.

"But Professor McGonagall…I don't really think she's a part of the plan to get whatever this is. She doesn't seem the type."

"But Snape certainly does." Ron argued, scowling. "He might have even convinced her, somehow, to go along with it."

Hillevi doubted that, though she kept from saying so; Professor Snape was intimidating and perhaps a touch biased towards his own house, but she did not feel he was malicious or power-hungry.

Convincing any Gryffindor of such a thing, considering the intense rivalry, would be practically impossible without hard evidence.

"I sleep through one night, and you two end up stumbling across a conspiracy." She teased, smile lopsided. "At least you didn't run into any more rogue Pokemon."

"Thank Godric for that!" Ron agreed, twisting around in an attempt to sit upright again. "The Golurks were quite enough, thanks!"

Laughing at his response, Hillevi finally relaxed into the couch as both boys went on to discussing different species of Pokemon, and the ones they would like to catch later on.

_She was glad that neither ever noticed Sharpshoot glaring out the tower window a few feet away_.
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Hillevi could not help but be amused by the spectacle Hermione and Ron made in their Poke Ball Making class with Professor Flitwick.

Once the latter had dedicated himself to the art-_mostly so he could catch a Pokemon that would listen to him_-, the boy had proved himself an accidental genius.

While she had customized her own Poke Balls, there was nothing special about them; Hillevi had either been gifted her Pokemon or asked them to join her, so using anything stronger than a standard Poke Ball had never been necessary.

But while Ron could certainly make advanced models, and have them work perfectly, his attempts to explain the process seemed enough to give Hermione fits.

It was understandable, really, as Hermione was used to being the best-_or at least more knowledgeable than her friends_-in most of their classes, with the few exceptions being rather large blows to her pride.

Apparently, reconciling that Harry was better at battling and Neville tracking was one thing, but Ron?

Well, considering his usual attitude to schoolwork and improving himself in general, Hermione was practically spitting in outrage.

Watching as said Gryffindor stabbed her baked potato, which Harry had pointed out was shaped like Ron's head, Hillevi did her level best to keep from laughing at the whole situation.

Honestly, it reminded her of how Astrid had reacted to the Hiccup proving better at her in direct training against Dragon-types.

And she had used an axe.

_Now __**that**__ was frightening_.

"Hermione, did you find anything out about Nicholas Silph?" Neville wondered, taking pity on his friend.

Lighting up at the reminder, she reached into her schoolbag for notes as the group huddled together, voices dropping to whispers.

"Okay, so you know that site you and Ron found?" Hermione started, waiting for Harry's nod. "I found some similar information over the break, so I began to dig a bit deeper into Mister Silph's company, Silph Co."

"That's the one that the Sons of Johto wanted to hit, right?" Neville wondered.

"He certainly thought so." Hillevi pointed out, Sharpshoot scoffing under her breath. "But that doesn't make it true."

"Who are the Sons of Johto, anyway?" Harry questioned, brow furrowed. "I mean, everyone keeps talking about them in hushed whispers like they're Team Nocturne or something."

"They kind of are, depending on who you ask." Hermione admitted, retrieving a second set of notes. "The Sons of Johto are a revolutionary group founded by Jack Kenway that fought against Kanto's government. Up until three years ago, Kanto and Johto were run by the same government. They had separate gyms, but they shared an Elite Four. Been that way for hundreds of years. The Sons of Johto rose up and claimed that Kanto was oppressing them. They said that Kanto was occupying Johto, refusing them their basic rights, and that they wanted their freedom. It started peacefully enough, but after a bunch of protestors died in Mahogany Town, the Sons published this declaration about how they would take back Johto. Things fell apart at that point. There was a huge war…Johto raised an army and marched into Kanto, and began attacking their military bases and government buildings."

"Jack Kenway and Lance Blackthorn decided to have a Pokemon battle to decide who won the war." Ron cut in, impatient. "Jack won, and Johto was declared free. The Sons of Johto got the region, Kanto was driven out, so on and so forth."

"The point," Hermione continued, sending the Weasley a glare. "Is that Nicholas Silph obviously feared that the Sons were going to try and take something from him. Something powerful, and something small."

"How do you figure that?" Ron complained, frowning. "If it wasn't powerful, there'd be no need to worry about it being stolen." Hillevi pointed out, Meatlug nodded as she chewed on a long piece of metal.

"And it had to be small so he could transport it." Neville added. "And if it's the same package Hagrid got, then it can't be any bigger than a Poke Ball."

"Exactly the size of a Poke Ball." Hermione stated, pleased.

Eyes narrowing as she considered that cryptic sentence, Hillevi leaned forward.

"What are you thinking?"

"Yeah, why would anyone care so much about a Poke Ball?" Harry agreed.

"They would care if it were more than just a Poke Ball. They would care if it were _the_ ball."

The Valhallan paused, breathing the title out in surprise.

"The Master Ball."

It was as if those words caused the whole world to dim and fade around them, like a great weight.

"The Master Ball?" Neville whispered, hugging Flora close for comfort. "But…But Professor Flitwick said it was a myth. Everybody knows it's a myth."

"And why wouldn't he say that, if Professor Dumbledore was trying to hide it?" Hermione pointed out.

"What's a Master Ball?"

Harry's question had the female Gryffindor scanning the room, as if prepared to see Dumbledore swoop in to stop their discussion, so Hillevi took over.

"The Master Ball is the most powerful Poke Ball ever made, or so they say. No one knows how it was made, though there are hundreds of theories, but everyone agrees that this Poke Ball never fails. Even if you don't weaken a Pokemon, even if it's a Legendary, the Master Ball will always capture it."

"Even the best balls currently out there don't have a good catch rate when it comes to powerful or rare Pokemon." Hermione explained, seeing the boy's continued incomprehension. "You might need a hundred Ultra Balls to catch a full-grown Metagross, even if you had it to the point of almost fainting. But with a Master Ball…You'd have it completely under your control with one throw, no matter how strong it was."

"And what if they reverse-engineered it?" Neville piped up, still hugging Flora close. "They could mass produce them, figure out ways to make it work on already captured Pokemon…"

The thought had Hillevi wrapping a hand around Toothless' Poke Ball, more concerned for his safety and secrecy than before.

"We won't let that happen." She decided, that Viking stubbornness rising as Sharpshoot and Meatlug barked in agreement.

No one liked the idea of such a thing either, though they understood why Hillevi was more concerned about it.

"Okay, so it's really bad and needs to be protected." Harry summarized. "Why here?"

"It's possible that he was tasked with transporting the Master Ball to a proper hiding place." Hillevi voiced, thoughtful. "They're obviously friends, right? Maybe he brought it here temporarily, and something happened so he couldn't get it out in time before the school year started."

"And someone figured it out." Hermione agreed. "That's why they set the Golurks into the school."

"I think whoever is trying to get the ball is also the one who let that Magnemite into the Gauntlet arena." Neville added.

"But why target me?" Harry wondered, a bit pale.

"Maybe you're just unlucky." Ron offered. "I mean, you did accidentally run into the Golurk. Maybe it didn't matter who was there, Snape wanted a distraction."

"Wait, Snape?" The female Gryffindor cut in. "What about Professor Snape?"

"He's the one going after the ball." The Weasley replied, sure. "Harry and I saw him limping into a classroom, and he admitted out loud that Tiny attacked him."

"We aren't mistaken." Harry assured, seeing the disbelief on Hermione's face. "We saw him limp in, and he was complaining about Hagrid and Tiny."

"And McGonagall was with him." Ron finished with a hiss.

"But…But she's our Head of House!" Neville whimpered.

"That doesn't mean she's one of the good guys. I mean, look at her Pokemon! A Purrloin and a Bisharp?"

Hillevi turned to the Weasley with the same confusion as the others.

"What?"

"Dark Pokemon!" He clarified, as if that explained everything.

Rolling her eyes, the Valhallan shook her head, almost amused.

"Trust me, Ron, typing does not make a Pokemon good or evil."

The boy looked ready to dispute that, and a sharpness in her gaze silenced whatever words were coming.

"I lived in a region where Dragon-types were considered bloodthirsty, chaotic beasts willing to rend humans limb from limb for nothing more than sport."

There was no need to add what everyone else in the world thought of Dragon-types, especially fully-grown wild ones, and Ron knew better than to try arguing further.

Hillevi may be a rather laidback, caring sort, but she was every inch a Viking at war when it came to her Pokemon and friends.

Draco had made the mistake of threatening Skullcrusher only once, by stint of his type-disadvantage against Snivy, and the whole school had been witness to Hillevi not only verbally tearing the boy to shreds, but giving the prat a bloody nose for good measure.

Add Sharpshoot and Meatlug, who were forces to be reckoned with when anyone so much as insulted their younger comrades or trainer, and Ron was not at all ashamed for shrinking into a ball to avoid digging himself into a deeper hole.

"We need to focus on figuring out a way to protect the Master Ball." Harry redirected, firm.

"We do?" Neville squeaked. "Why can't we just…let someone else do it?"

"Who could we ask?" Hermione pointed out. "Lavender? Draco?"

"He'd just glare at the ball because it didn't bow to him…" Ron muttered, still inching away from Hillevi despite her having calmed.

"Another teacher?" The poor boy suggested, unsure.

"There's no way to know who is after the ball." The reddish-brunette explained, frowning. "It could be any of the professors or students. And even though Dumbledore will take my concerns seriously, it doesn't mean he'll honestly believe there's any serious danger."

"They're his colleagues." Neville agreed. "And we're kids that are breaking the rules."

There was a beat of silence before the heir of Longbottom realized what he had said, and he failed to backpedal in time.

"Wait, I mean-!"

"Hagrid!" Harry suddenly realized, practically grinning as all attention turned to him. "Hagrid can help us! He helped get Tiny into that room, he got the Master Ball in the first place, and Snape was complaining about him!"

"You mean Mr. There Is No Tiny?" Ron reminded with a snort, and his friend deflated at the reminder.

"Maybe…" Hermione hedged, brow furrowing in consideration. "Maybe we could test the waters and see if he could help us. Harry, you have tea with him today, right? Why don't we all go down and carefully test him to see if he would be open to giving us more information and helping us out."

"It could work." Hillevi admitted, offering Meatlug another piece of scrap as Sharpshoot leapt onto her shoulder.

"Or we could do nothing and hope Professor Snape gives up?"

Seeing the looks sent Neville's way, she patted the boy's shoulder in understanding.

_Turning a blind eye, as the Valhallan had learned, had never been an option for people like them_.
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"Is that a dragon egg?" Hillevi wondered, staring at the large blue-and-red egg in a baby's highchair at the table.

_Jeez, you come along a little late_…

"There ya are!" Hagrid greeted, apparently oblivious to the confusion and tension filling the air. "I was 'opin' ta talk ta ya! This 'ere is Norbert!"

"Hello…Norbert." She greeted the egg, earning a snort from Sharpshoot as she stepped further into the cottage "Is this going to be your first Dragon-type, Hagrid?"

"Certainly 'ope so!" The large man answered, patting the shell with surprising gentleness. "See, I was feelin' a bit lonely, what with my Tiny in the castle, so I pooled my money and bought me this egg! Not sure what 'e's supposed ta be, but me friend said he was a dragon! I've always wanted me a dragon, and now I have my chance!"

He paused, realizing what he had said.

"Uh, there-"

"Is no Tiny." The eleven-year-olds finished as one.

"Right!"

"I can always help out." Hillevi assured, smiling. "Baby Dragon-types are a bit of a handful at first, before they get a feel for themselves. Skullcrusher and Hookfang can show Norbert the ropes."

Hagrid practically glowed at the thought, but his response was cut off by the sound of cracking glass.

"'E's 'atching! 'E's 'atching!"

"What do you think it will be?" Harry wondered.

"Maybe it will be a Dratini." Ron wagered.

"Or an Axew, like Hookfang." Neville supplied.

Hillevi just smiled, already knowing the answer.

A knock at the door interrupted Hermione's guess, and Hagrid looked between the shaking egg and the wooden barricade anxiously.

"Norbert won't hatch right away." The reddish-brunette assured. "Trust me, they can take more than a few minutes to get out of there."

Nodding, Hagrid hurried over to the door, but found no one on the other side. Just a note.

"Blimey, Professor Sprout needs me help with something…"

"We'll stay with him, Hagrid. Don't worry." Harry assured.

"Bless ya, 'Arry, bless ya!" The massive man replied, rushing out the door with a promise to be back in a few moments.

"I wonder why Professor Sprout didn't just come in…" Neville voiced, curious.

"Or just called Hagrid on his Dex." Hermione agreed, wrapping a blanket around Norbert's wiggling egg.

Hillevi froze as Sharpshoot and Meatlug tensed up, and the Fire-type let out a snarl as vines grabbed up the defenseless egg.

Whipping around, she almost made a similar sound at the sight of Draco in the doorway, his Snivy's vines depositing Norbert in his hands.

"What do we have here?" He wondered, eyeing the egg. "I knew-"

"Meatlug, Heavy Slam!"

Snivy cried out as she was essentially crushed under the Aron's significant weight, and Draco went wide-eyed at the sudden turn.

"You've made a big mistake, Draco Malfoy." Hillevi informed him, seething. "Put that egg down, and I won't show you what we do to Pokemon thieves in Valhalla."

The Slytherin considered his options, and found them unfavorable.

He had made the mistake of thinking they would not attack, for fear of harming the egg, and was now faced with an angry Valhallan for his trouble.

_Draco made another by completely writing off Neville_.

"Flora, Vine Whip!"

The vines yanked Norbert from his grasp, and Sharpshoot leapt into action as he reacted.

"That's mine! Snivy, Dragon Tail!"

"Sharpshoot, Flamethrower!"

"Ludwig, Will O' Wisp!"

While Snivy managed to avoid a direct hit from the Charmander's attack while knocking Meatlug off, Ludwig's ghostly flame struck true, leaving a nasty burn.

"GO!" Hillevi shouted, and the group tore out at full speed, shoving Draco to the ground as they rushed Norbert towards the castle.

"_Get back here_!" He screamed, outraged.

"Ralts!" Hermione shouted, releasing the tiny Psychic/Fairy-type. "Double Team Times Three!"

While the move confused Snivy, Draco barreled right through the illusions with little heed.

"Ludwig, Smog!"

"Sharpshoot, Smokescreen!"

Blinding their opponents to keep any further attacks from being properly aimed, Hillevi heard a slew of insults, heart pounding as adrenaline took over.

Harry cried out as he was yanked backwards, Norbert's egg flying towards the ground-

"Whoa!"

The assembled group let out a sigh of relief as Hagrid caught the egg before it was dashed on the grass.

"'Arry? Draco Malfoy? What are you-?"

The egg split open with a thunderous crack, finally hatching, and Hillevi let out a breathless chuckle at the looks on everyone's faces as the newborn chirped.

"Oh, he's beautiful!" Hagrid exclaimed, tears of joy leaking down his face.

No one else seemed to agree, confused and disappointed and wary as they were, but Hillevi smiled wide in agreement.

"Congratulations, Hagrid."

"Well, Hagrid, what is all the commotion?" Dumbledore wondered, approaching the group and his groundskeeper from the castle.

"'Arry and all 'is friends made sure ta get little Norbert ta me before 'e 'atched! If not for them, I would 'ave missed it!" The humongous man replied, cuddling said Dragon-type close. "I've always wanted a dragon, Professor, ya know that, and now I 'ave little Norbert 'ere…If it weren't for these six, I would 'ave missed it. We 'ave ta do somethin' for 'em!"

"Well, let us think…" Dumbledore considered, stroking his beard. "I would normally award house points, but this inter-house cooperation deserves a far better treat. Yes, yes…Hagrid, you were planning on taking a trip to the Ice Cavern in a week, were you not? Why don't you take these five with you? They could bring their Poke Balls and perhaps catch a new Pokemon."

A secret smile pulled at his mouth as Dumbledore turned to their guest, pleased.

"Miss Haddock can go along as well, to see new Pokemon."

There was a moment where the Gryffindors struggled with wanting to deny cooperating with Draco at all and also wanting to catch a new Pokemon, and the latter won out.

Hillevi could hardly blame them.
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Hillevi would never understand why everyone was so bothered by the cold.

Compared to Valhalla, winter in Avalon was like early fall, when there was still a bit of that balmy warmth from summer keeping the chill from settling into your marrow.

Leggings and dark jeans were enough layers for her legs, even without adding another sock on her right foot under the boot, and she wore a soft cotton shirt underneath a thick wool sweater, with a black leather jacket over that since it had warm pockets for her Poke Balls and better handholds for Sharpshoot.

She had a small bag, the leather battered and scuffed from months of abuse, that held only a few extra Poke Balls and her First Aid Kit, alongside her general emergency supplies.

Of the group, Hillevi was probably the most comfortable and prepared.

Ron had plenty of IceMelter Balls he had made in class and shared with the others, but little else, wearing an old coat that had lost most of its warm lining.

Hermione was practically breaking her back with how weighed down her own pack was, enough for them all to camp comfortably for a night out in the wilderness, but impractical for a short excursion like what was planned.

Harry and Neville were the most practical, to be honest, though Flora had to wear a hat over her bulb and booties to be comfortable in their icy destination.

The Grass-type certainly appreciated the warmth given off by Sharpshoot's tail-flame, so Hillevi stayed close to the nervous boy, hoping her presence would calm him.

Meatlug trotted on her other side, having long ago shrugged off any aversions she may have had about type disadvantage, as the group moved towards the dock together.

Hermione and Ron never stopped sniping at each other, feeling the other either packed too little or too much, while Harry played mediator when needed, a familiar routine.

A part of Hillevi couldn't help but worry that this delicate balance wouldn't last, that something would happen and whatever held this little group together would shatter, and then where would they all be?

Their arrival distracted from that thought, thanks to Draco's attitude.

"We are given this great honor, and you dress like that?" The Slytherin scoffed, tossing his bag onto the large carrier deck a Lapras would use to transport them to the Ice Cavern. "What are you trying to do, hope the Pokemon are laughing at you so hard you can catch them easier?"

Hagrid was happily chatting with said Pokemon, oblivious to the preteens, as Sharpshoot bared her fangs at the blonde in warning.

Ron lurched forward, sensitive as ever to insults against his circumstances no matter how indirect, but the group held him back.

"Some of us are going to be Pokemon Trainers through skill, Malfoy." Harry replied, much calmer. "We don't need money to trick people into thinking we're better than we are."

Meatlug growled low in agreement, and Draco held his tongue at the _look_ Hillevi gave him.

The Haddock's were known for three things; being stubborn as a mountain, having tempers like a building earthquake, and being loyal to a fault.

_For all her failings as a proper Viking, Hillevi was a true Haddock where it counted_.

"All 'ere?" Hagrid called out, finally approaching as he clapped his hands, Norbert on one shoulder and Snubbull at his heels. "Alright, everyone in the boat! We need ta get movin' if you're all gonna 'ave time ta catch yer new Pokemon!"

Hillevi followed as everyone boarded the carrier deck, lifting Meatlug into her arms to help her over the threshold, and Sharpshoot sent Draco a look before he could comment on the situation at all.

The Lapras dove under for a moment before rising with her shell under the carrier, settling it snugly there before taking off over the water with powerful strokes.

"Secure yerselves!" Hagrid warned, turning on the energy field that sealed them safely inside before the Lapras dove.

Unlike the students, Hillevi kept her eyes open during that dizzying moment when the sky was swallowed up by water, heart giving a heavy lurch of adrenaline-

Then the water settled outside, revealing a myriad of Water-type Pokemon in a shimmering blue world, and she leaned closer as a Seel passed, a smile on his adorable white face.

The sight was calming, a soft reminder now instead of a blow, and the reddish-brunette smiled in return.

**I never understood why Dewgong liked you so much, even as a Seel, but…I think I understand, now.**

The internal lights were turned off as they passed into an underwater cavern, Lapras having no need for the extra assistance, and they rose up in an icy cavern a few minutes later, the chilly air cutting right to them once the energy field dissipated.

Unbothered by the cold, Hillevi was the first to step off the carrier, whispering a thanks to the Water/Ice-type and patting her neck.

Crooning back, the Lapras arched her elegant neck and nuzzled her torso, careful with her horn, as Sharpshoot and Meatlug barked in agreement with their trainer.

Draco scoffed, muttering something under his breath, and the Charmander whipped around, blue sparks hissing from between her fangs.

_He wisely shut up again_.

"Alright, kids, let's move!" Hagrid voiced, already leading the way while Snubbull stayed behind on guard duty. "We 'ave about three 'ours 'fore we need ta begin 'eading back. Don't be too stingy when it comes ta pickin' out yer new Pokemon, but don't just go after the first one ya find. Find one that fits ya and then battle 'ard fer it!"

They certainly took his words to heart, passing over a couple Geodude along their path in hopes of finding something less common and not attached to a certain Slytherin Gauntlet captain.

"Wait…"

The group paused as Neville approached an outcropping of rocks, and he yelped when a small tree-like Pokemon popped up from behind them, laughing as Flora took a tumble.

Not at all amused by the prank, or being covered in snow, the Bulbasaur delivered a Vine Whip that dazed her target and, seeing Neville was not moving, took an IceMelter Ball from his bag and made him throw it.

Despite the other Pokemon's attempts, the ball worked flawlessly, eventually going still with a _click_ that signaled success.

"Great going, Neville!" Harry cheered, patting him on the shoulder. "That was a quick battle."

"Uh…yeah." Neville agreed, staring at the ball in his hands. "It was mostly Flora…"

"Some trainer you are." Draco muttered, unimpressed. "Letting your Pokemon boss you around."

"That just shows he's good at training." Hermione retorted. "Flora knew exactly what to do!"

"What did you get?" Ron wondered, and the timid boy released his new Pokemon in order to check.

Though confused at first, it started to laugh at the sight of Neville before spotting Flora, whose smile had him bowing in respect within a heartbeat.

"Snover." Hermione read once her Pokedex had completed the scan. "Oh, it's a Grass/Ice-type. That's an interesting combination!"

This time it was Meatlug that pinned the Slytherin with a look, armor vibrating with a warning growl, while Sharpshoot brushed the snow off Flora and warmed her back up.

Hillevi was happy to be a support for this trip, though they ran into mainly Zubat and Geodude for the next hour or so after that.

"Look at that one." Draco voiced, waving his hand at a chattering little Ice-type that crossed their path. "Who would want something that pathetic?"

"She isn't pathetic!" Hermione shot back. "She just needs a little love."

Approaching the shivering Pokemon, the female Gryffindor kneeled by her side, voice gentle as she held out some berries.

"Come on, it's good."

Blinking once, she approached timidly, though any cold and suspicion was forgotten after she tried the fruit.

"How about it? You want to be my new partner?" Hermione asked once her hand was empty, petting gently.

"Sno! Sno!"

Laughing at the excited reply, she took out an IceMelter Ball for the Snorunt to investigate before activating it.

Draco laughed sharply at the whole scene, earning a glare from Hermione.

"What's so funny?"

"Look at you two! We are given a chance to catch some rare Pokemon, and you get a giggling idiot and a coward."

"At least they caught something, unlike you!" Harry retorted in defense of his friends.

"I have standards, unlike them. Of course, it should be obvious they lack standards when they consider you and Weasley as friends!"

Before Hagrid could even try to diffuse the situation, the whole hallway rumbled heavily, like a heavy footstep.

"What was that?" Neville worried, hugging Flora close.

"I don't know…" Ron admitted, eyes wide as the cave shook again. "Earthquake?"

Meatlug gave a metallic shriek in the negative, and Hillevi scooped the Pokemon up as Sharpshoot clung tighter to her jacket.

"_Drilbur_!"

The floor tilted sharply under her, prosthetic slipping, and she screamed as gravity hooked into her gut, pulling her into fresh darkness.

"_LEVI_!"

* * *

><p>Everything ached.<p>

Groaning as she propped herself upright, Hillevi blinked slowly as she categorized every point of pain in her body.

There was a dull throb on her back, likely a deep bruise, and a flare of needles on her right elbow from a scrape stretching, but nothing serious enough to require immediate medical attention.

"Sharpshoot?" She slurred, shaking the dizziness away. "Meatlug?"

Both Pokemon were at her side in a moment, whining and barking in concern, and the Valhallan managed a smile, though a blossoming bruise on her cheek ached at the movement.

"Hey, hey, it's okay, I'm fine." Hillevi soothed, patting them gently in search of injuries. "We're gonna be alright. We've been in worse situations, right? So let's just calm down and figure out where we are."

Taking a moment to collect themselves, already soothed by the knowledge that their girl was alright, Sharpshoot and Meatlug nodded.

Patting at the three Poke Balls in an inner jacket pocket, easing the ball of tension in her gut at the warm weight against her palms, Hillevi forced herself to stand.

This level was at least three or four lower, the icy walls almost mirror-like from weathering or travel, and the floor had slick patches of clear ice that almost made it impossible to walk on her prosthetic at all.

The threat of wild Pokemon was only a mild concern, since Sharpshoot had a type advantage against most of the residents and was much stronger than she looked, so Hillevi focused on finding a safer place for Meatlug to Dig their way out.

The ceiling was already unstable where she had landed, and testing the floor there was not a wise idea at all.

Hillevi paused as the Poke Ball hanging over her heart rattled, a pulse of energy tingling over her skin from within.

"What is it, bud?" The Valhallan wondered, touching the sphere with gentle fingertips as Sharpshoot and Meatlug glared about, on alert.

The Poke Ball rattled, though not violently, and jerked to the right, towards a side-tunnel they had been about to pass.

"You want us to go that way?" She muttered, trying to make sense of what the shiny Rayquaza wanted.

Another tug, more enthusiastic than the first, was answer enough.

"Come on."

Sharpshoot rolled her eyes, grumbling, but the flame on her tail was raised up to provide more light as the group entered the darker passageway.

Hopping a few paces ahead, Meatlug sniffed around curiously, waiting until Hillevi had caught up before repeating the process over again.

This went on for a few minutes as Toothless tugged them down a few more turns, and she wondered where all of the Pokemon were.

Not even a Zubat passed by overhead, unlike in the larger tunnels, and it made the Valhallan uneasy.

A shadow darted in her peripheral, and Hillevi whipped her head around, jerking to a stop as Sharpshoot and Meatlug growled in warning.

A whimper answered them, low and soft, and the trio relaxed almost instantly.

"Hello." The reddish-brunette voiced, taking a step closer to the large stalagmite that hid the shadow from view.

Toothless' ball vibrated, warm, before going still.

"We didn't mean to scare you…" She continued, shuffling forward an inch at a time. "Do you mind coming out?"

Claws scraped against rock, and a pair of big yellow eyes peered around, speaker-like ears twitching.

_A Noibat_, Hillevi cataloged, realizing why Toothless had been so insistent now.

The bat-like Pokemon was covered in bloody fur, a tear on the tip of one ear still oozing red, and her heart went out to the tiny creature.

_A cavern full of Ice-types was no place for a baby dragon_.

"Oh, you poor baby…" She fussed, fighting the impulse to run over and scoop him up. "Who did this to you?"

The Noibat shifted just a touch further out of his hiding spot, gaze locked warily on the Valhallan's dark green eyes, and chittered a response.

Meatlug shook her head like an enraged Tauros as Sharpshoot leaned forward, yipping a response that seemed to put the young Flying/Dragon-type at ease.

"Did you get lost?" Hillevi wondered, mouth twisting in concern.

The Noibat whined again, heartbroken, and she could not help taking another step closer as Meatlug whimpered, practically trembling with repressed motion.

"Please…let me help you."

Ears leaning back for a moment, unsure, the Flying/Dragon-type slowly nodded.

Carefully, like she was handling the delicate inner workings of a music box, Hillevi scooped the injured little Pokemon into her arms.

Humming that old lullaby under her breath, she accepted the damp cloth Sharpshoot offered her and gently wiped the blood away, glad to see that most of the red had leaked from his torn ear.

The rest of the damage was superficial, at least for a Pokemon, and Hillevi gradually sat down as a bottle of antiseptic was passed to her next.

Flinching as the liquid was rubbed on his injured ear, the Noibat relaxed as a coolness seeped into the heated tear, soothing the pain while also destroying any chance of infection.

Hillevi worked slowly, mindful of the baby Pokemon's comfort as she wrapped clean bandages around the appendage, securing it with a small square of tape.

"There you go, good as new."

Twitching both ears, he crooned in delight at the lack of pain, cuddling into the girl's warm sweater.

Sharpshoot and Meatlug pressed close on either side, purring and growling in comforting tones that vibrated right to Hillevi's bones.

"Feel better?" She whispered, threading her fingers in the dirty, violet fur.

Chattering a sleepy reply, the Noibat clung to the soft wool with his tiny claws, little more than a ball of fur on her chest that fit in the palm of Hillevi's hand.

He was surprisingly small, she realized, even for a Noibat; most were at least a foot tall from shoulder to claws when standing, but this one was closer to half that size, most of which seemed to be ears.

"If you want…" The reddish-brunette started, voice low. "You can come with us."

Big yellow eyes peered up at her, curious, and Hillevi smiled sadly.

"I would take care of you, and love you, and…"

Old pain lodged in her throat with tears, but the Valhallan pushed through them.

"And we would _never_ let you feel like you're alone."

He whined, pain calling to pain, and burrowed into her sweater with a frantic nod as Sharpshoot and Meatlug nuzzled closer, protective.

They stayed like that for a long time, taking comfort from each other, before Hillevi slowly uncurled from around the baby Pokemon.

"We should meet up with the others." She whispered, fingers carding through fur as the Noibat hummed, half-asleep. "Meatlug?"

Reluctantly stepping away, the Steel-type pawed experimentally at the ground, humming and twittering to herself.

After a few moments, she looked up and chirped.

Hillevi rolled onto her knees with extra care as Sharpshoot burrowed into her leather jacket alongside the Noibat, securely closing the zipper behind her.

Nodding once, the reddish-brunette took in a deep breath-

And they dug.
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The next two months were just as sedate as those before the Winter Solstice and Snoggletog, the group focusing on training their Pokemon, Gauntlet practice, and schoolwork while Hermione continued her side research on the Master Ball.

Hillevi did her best to help, though raising her own young Pokemon was a top priority now that Drumfire the Noibat was a part of the family.

It no longer surprised anyone to find the tiny bat-like Pokemon hidden in the turtleneck of her sweater, or peeking out of her bag, ears twitching every which way as if checking for danger.

Stormfly ended up outside of her Poke Ball more often than not during those months, happy to keep her fellow Flying-type company whenever Hillevi was distracted by organizing battle training, explaining extra work to a confused Ron, or helping Harry with his Togepi.

The poor baby was a solemn little thing, not even gracing her owner with a smile, though it was not from lack of love.

Hillevi could see how much she adored her trainer, needed him for care and comfort, like she could see Sharpshoot's concern under the grudges and Meatlug's steel under the calm.

Drumfire was not much better, skittish as he was, and at least the two baby Pokemon found comfort with a kindred spirit in each other.

"Like that?" Hillevi cooed, gently petting over the bat-like Pokemon's ears as he nibbled on a strawberry, Stormfly ruffling her feathers protectively whenever anyone looked their way.

The action eased the last of his tension, and Drumfire chirped, pressing back.

"Guys!" Hermione called, rushing towards the table with little Ralts on her heels.

"What is it, Hermione?" Neville wondered, feeding a growing Flora a piece of honey-coated bread.

"I…"

She paused for a moment, scanning the room before her voice dropped to a whisper.

"I figured out why Snape killed those Togekiss."

Eevee paused in the middle of his meal just as Harry did, looking up at her expectantly as Hermione lifted Ralts up and set her next to Cubchoo, who was slobbering all over a popsicle.

"I've been keeping an eye out on what books Professor Snape checks out from the library-"

"Who the heck still checks out books?" Ron voiced, brow scrunched in disbelief. "I didn't even know books still existed."

Hillevi snorted into her drink at the _look_ Hermione gave him, reminded of Astrid when Snotlout attempted flirting.

_At least Ron wasn't being threatened with an axe_.

"Anyway…I managed to hack into the school library's system and figure out what books he's been checking out. I set up an alert for when he returned them so I could get to them before anyone else."

"How about hacking into Snape's laptop and giving me an A in Potions?" Ron suggested, only half-joking.

"I don't think anyone would be able to believe it." Hillevi teased, Stormfly twittering a laugh.

Ignoring the exchange, though she smiled at the way Ron balked, Hermione retrieved a thick tome from her back that was much older than all of them combined.

"He checked this book out this morning, only to return it three hours later."

"'Debunking the Mythos Surrounding Pokemon'." Harry read, twisting the cover around to see clearly. "Huh."

"Yeah, I might actually read it after this is all over." Hermione agreed with a small smile. "I saw there's a chapter about Alakazam and their IQ, and why people believed they were so intelligent, when in fact…"

Seeing that her audience was not coming along for the ride, she decided to return to the real focus of their conversation.

"It might have taken me a while to find this, but luckily for us, Professor Snape was in such a hurry that he left this in the book."

"Hey, my Potions homework!" Ron voiced, snatching the paper and grinning. "And look at that score!"

"Ron, that's a D." Harry pointed out.

"Yeah!"

Both girls rolled their eyes, though Hillevi was not half as exasperated as the Gryffindor.

"The important thing is what this page was marking." Hermione reminded them, flipping to the right page. "The Togekiss is a recent discovery for most regions, even though it has been a subject of legend for many years. The use of a Shiny Stone (see 'Evolution Stones: Gifts from the Gods?', page 153) allows a trainer to replicate the Rite of Passage all Togetic take in the wild in order to evolve to their final form."

"Good thing, too." Ron stated with an exaggerated shudder. "Togetic are ugly as sin!"

"Can I continue?" The bushy-haired girl responded with a glare, earning a sheepish nod. "Due to their nature and their ability to calm even the most powerful and dangerous of Pokemon, the mystical abilities of the Togekiss became matters of myth for the ancients. Even with their discovery, there were rumblings that the heart of a Togekiss…"

Hermione paused, as if the words had physically caught in her throat, and Hillevi leaned against her shoulder, offering comfort.

"Hermione?" Neville asked softly. "What is it?"

"…The heart of a Togekiss was the long fabled final ingredient needed to complete the Master Ball."

A heavy silence fell over them at those words, and the Valhallan placed a hand on each of her young Pokemon as Harry passed a hand over Togepi's Poke Ball in reassurance.

"You…You think that means he's made the Master Ball?" Neville squeaked.

"No." Hermione assured. "There's more."

"I don't think I can handle more…" Ron admitted, a bit green around the gills as Cubchoo patted his head.

"You need to hear this. This belief is, of course, pure fabrication. Scientific studies have proven that only acorns can be used to create Poke Balls, as the living cells of Pokemon or humans cannot handle the physical charge needed to achieve a capture beam. X-Rays of Togekiss hearts have proven that they are entirely organic animal cells. Thus, the myth that these gentle creatures are the source of the most powerful Poke Ball is simply that: myth."

"Those poor Togekiss…" Neville whispered, stroking Flora's head.

"So he did it all for nothing?" Ron agreed, pulling Cubchoo closer in his own search for comfort.

"Yes."

"Then he'll be desperate." Hillevi realized, Drumfire clinging to her chest as Stormfly huddled against her neck, both crooning mournfully for the unneeded loss. "He'll have been trying to make the hearts into Poke Balls all this time before figuring out it won't work."

"That means there's only one avenue left for him." Hermione agreed, a touch pale.

"Whatever is hidden on the third floor." Harry finished, stern.

"Yes. I...I think he is going to make his next attempt soon, maybe even tonight. We have to warn Professor Dumbledore."

"He still won't believe us." Ron voiced. "Snape and McGonagall haven't done anything to make him doubt them."

"But we have proof!" Neville argued.

"We have a few comments in a book, some things Hagrid said which he will deny saying, and our belief that Snape is guilty. Professor Dumbledore will ask Snape why we would focus in on him, he'll make up some story about how we're always causing problems in his class-"

"Because he favors those bloody Slytherins." Ron cut in with a growl.

"-And Dumbledore will dismiss our worries. Meanwhile, McGonagall will go after the ball. They might even pin it on us!"

"Then what do we do?" Hermione wondered, shoulders slumping.

Harry and Hillevi shared a look, both of the same mind, and their green eyes steeled.

"We beat them to the punch."

"What?" Ron and Neville chorused.

"We steal the Master Ball ourselves." Hillevi explained, shoulders straightening.

"Wh-What?" Hermione stuttered, panicking just at the thought.

"It's the only way." Harry reasoned, making eye contact with each of them. "Snape and McGonagall have already tried to kill me twice, and they succeeded in killing Togepi's parents. If they get a hold of the Master Ball, they could reverse engineer it and create millions of them. Can you honestly imagine a world where Snape could catch and control any Pokemon he wanted? And what if the Master Ball really can capture any Pokemon? Not just wild ones, but ones caught by trainers? Are you willing to see your Pokemon enslaved?"

One hand wrapped protectively around Toothless' Poke Ball around her neck, a pulse of warmth helping against the chill that rushed down Hillevi's spine at the thought.

Everyone had a similar reaction, pulling their Pokemon into tight hugs as if they were about to be snatched away.

"We have to do this." Harry finished, stern. "We have to steal the Master Ball, tonight."

"But…But what do we do after that?" Hermione wondered, unsure.

"I've always wanted a Zapdos…" Ron joked, uneasy.

"No." Hillevi voiced, iron and fire under her words. "It's not something that can be allowed to exist. We destroy it."

"And how do you plan to do that?" The Weasley wondered, frowning. "The Master Ball is this super-duper mega-powerful ball. I doubt dropping it in the toilet will short-circuit it."

"I don't care if we have to throw it into the fires of some mountain of doom." Harry replied, resolute. "The Master Ball must be destroyed."

The Boy-Who-Lived stood, focused on his mission far too much to bother with food, and Eevee leapt onto his trainer's shoulder.

"I'm going after it. If you want to join me, meet me in the trophy room thirty minutes after curfew."
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Hillevi had done a lot of questionable thing in her life, especially in pursuit of what she felt was right.

Nursing a Legendary Dragon-type back to health, using her graduation ceremony to prove to her village that Dragon-types were not the real enemy, facing down Kyogre and Groudon…

Really, going after a mythical ball hidden in a renovated castle was hardly the most dangerous thing she had ever done.

With Ludwig's Invisibility ability, and Drumfire's sensitive hearing, getting to the trophy room was hardly a challenge at all.

Their luck held out at the next step, with Tiny having rolled off the trap door in his sleep, and Hillevi was relieved.

Moving a Snorlax, even one that was sound asleep, would not have been easy.

"No one say anything." Ron warned, voice low.

"What do you mean?" Neville wondered as he opened the trapdoor, giving Harry and Ludwig space to check out the room below for any surprises.

Drumfire let out a rapid clicking sound into the emptiness below, ears twitching a moment before nodding.

It was all clear.

Harry was the first to drop down, a surprised yelp almost driving Hillevi to jump in after him.

"Are you alright?"

"Fine! Just startled. It's okay, come on down."

Easing herself through the trap door-_and ignoring the conversation on luck going on between Ron and Hermione_-, the Valhallan waited for Drumfire to cling securely to her sweater before releasing, squeaking at the rubbery floor she landed on.

Regaining her balance enough to shuffle out of the way so the others could join them, she looked around as Ludwig's Will-O-Wisp lit up the darker corners, revealing a lower ceiling and that every surface was just as rubbery as the floor.

"I don't get it." Ron voiced, bouncing while poor Neville fell on his bum and Hermione tested the walls. "I mean, this is fun and all, but why guard this?"

"Maybe Professor Dumbledore likes bouncy castles and doesn't want anyone to know?" Neville suggested.

"I don't think Tiny was the only security measure." Hillevi pointed out, tapping her prosthetic experimentally against the floor. "I mean, if all someone had to do was wait for him to roll over, then I wouldn't have him guarding a stick of gum."

"Exactly." Harry agreed, spotting another trap door and trying to pull the slab up. "I think it's stuck."

"No…" Hermione stated, bouncing over and studying the small bolts sitting flush in the door. "I think it's an auto-lock."

"How do we unlock it?" The Potter wondered, looking around for some sort of clue.

"There must be some kind of lever or knob or button-"

Ludwig let out a cry as his flames lit up the opposite corner of the room, and Drumfire screeched as a horde of little pink ball-shaped Pokemon poured out, the green leaves on their heads twitching happily as they bounced.

"Hoppip!" Hillevi realized, Drumfire climbing into the turtleneck of her sweater to hide as he hissed. "I've seen them floating by over Berk during windy seasons. What are they doing here?"

"I don't get any of this!" Ron agreed, shoving away one Hoppip that was nuzzling his head and apparently inviting another to latch onto his chest. "What is with all these-?"

"Look!" Harry shouted, motioning his friends over to a new panel that had opened, revealing a hole slightly bigger than the Hoppip. "I think they're supposed to go in here!"

Taking the one attached to Ron, he placed it inside and the lock clicked…

But did not release.

"Or not."

"I don't think all of them are supposed to go in there." Neville considered, pointing into the bouncing horde at a single green body. "Look at that one. That's a shiny Hoppip! I bet it's supposed to go in this hole."

"Grab it!"

Hermione's shouted warning came too late, as Harry's enthusiasm only disturbed the lightweight Pokemon more, creating a maelstrom of flying little bodies and panicking preteens for a few frantic moments.

"Harry, stop! Every time you move, you send them bouncing all over!"

"Well, we have to get the shiny one somehow!" He retorted, throwing another normal Hoppip towards Ron that latched on rather happily.

Hillevi yelped as one hugged her prosthetic, almost falling over as at least three more took hold of her chest and arms.

"Why?" Ron complained, more covered by Hoppip by stint of starting earlier. "Why do they love me?"

"I think it's your hair." Hermione noted, trying to approach the shiny Hoppip slowly enough to grab it. "I read somewhere that Hoppip are attracted to the colors orange and red."

"That's just great." Hillevi mumbled, flailing as one tried to hug her face. "That's…That's just _fantastic_."

"Wait, that's it!" Neville shouted, jumping to scatter the horde.

"Neville, stop! You can't catch them!" Hermione complained.

"I don't want to! Look!"

Both Ron and Hillevi were practically bowled over by the sudden influx of airborne Hoppip, and Drumfire squealed his dissatisfaction with the plan.

"Wait…Wait…"

The shiny slowly landed on Ron's foot, cuddling against the sole before grabbing on.

"Now!"

Their subsequent mad dash did not disturb the clinging Pokemon, and Harry managed to grab their green comrade and get him into the hole rather easily.

The rubber walls retracted as the hidden Poke Ball inside activated, revealing others that recalled the swarm and left both redheads able to breathe again.

"Good going, guys!" Harry cheered, grinning.

"Huh?" Ron muttered, still a bit dazed as the other Gryffindor boys helped him stand.

"You know…" Hillevi slurred, lurching upright and holding Drumfire close with one hand. "When I offered to help you guys, getting molested by tiny Grass-types wasn't what I thought would happen…"

"This makes no sense…" Hermione grumbled, as if in agreement, as the next trap door was opened.

"What doesn't make sense?" Harry wondered, propping the slab up.

"If Professor Dumbledore is trying to protect the Master Ball, why use traps like these? Why not use locks and gates and lasers? Why use shiny Pokemon and flutes?"

"Did all that stuff work for the Poke Bank?" Harry pointed out.

"Don't stress out." Ron advised with a grin. "I'd rather it be too easy than too hard."

"That's my point, though." She argued. "It should be hard."

"Don't look a gift Ponyta in the mouth." He replied before dropping into the next room with some sort of excited battle cry that ended in a pained curse not a few seconds after his departure.

"Ron!" Harry called, Ludwig floating down to illuminate the fact that this room, while roughly the same size as the others, had nothing to cushion a fall.

"Are you okay?" Hillevi shouted, Poke Balls vibrating on her belt.

"I'm fine! Think I twisted my ankle or something."

"Ron, you probably broke your ankle!" Hermione responded, obviously worried. "What were you thinking, jumping down like that?"

"I wasn't, okay? Just let it go and get down here, would ya?"

With a bit of coaxing, Drumfire glided down to keep the injured Weasley company as they tried to figure out a safer way.

"I like my bones how they are, guys." Neville admitted, looking a bit queasy about the drop.

"I could run back and get some rope." Harry offered.

Flora grunted, obviously not wanting to waste the time, and fired off two vines that braided into a sturdy rope for the preteens to climb down.

Hillevi, as the lightest, went first as a test for how much weight the Bulbasaur could take, but she only grunted and braced herself as the Valhallan carefully climbed down.

Neville went last, using her Poke Ball to bring the Grass-type safely down to the next level as Hillevi knelt by Ron's side.

"Does this hurt?" She wondered, pressing against the joint with firm fingers.

His resulting yelp was answer enough, and she studied the injured ankle with a critical eye as Drumfire crawled into her bag.

"It's definitely sprained." She decided, accepting the pressure bandage her Pokemon offered. "I'll wrap it, but don't go jumping like that again. You'll break it for real next time, and you won't like how long that will take to heal."

Ron just grunted as she went about the task, Harry recalling his Pokemon as the mirror-walls gave her ample light to work by.

"What do you think this is all about?" Hermione wondered, studying the floor.

"No bloody idea." Ron replied, standing gingerly with Hillevi as support.

"Language!"

Flora poked at one of the tiles, turning to give her trainer a curious glance…

And was teleported away.

"Flora!" Neville screamed, rushing to where his Pokemon had disappeared.

"Neville!" Both girls shouted, far too late to prevent the boy from also being teleported.

"No one move!" Hermione shouted, holding her arms out to keep Ron and Harry from rushing forward. "They're teleporters!"

And indeed they were, even the ones surrounding the one Flora had activated starting to give off a faint glow.

The slightest pressure, even that of a piece of paper-_as Hermione figured out_-, would be enough to activate them.

"Damn." Hillevi muttered, looking down at the green tile they stood on and all of the-_almost literal_-land mines the group was surrounded by. "Pressure triggers."

"What…What does that mean?" Ron wondered, nervous. "We've been standing on this one for a while and haven't been warped away."

Gold stars lit up in Hillevi's eyes as she and Hermione realized the true reason.

"Because it's a puzzle."

Taking out a pencil, the female Gryffindor went around the perimeter and tapped each tile, smiling when one glowed green instead of blue.

"Alright…If I'm wrong, I hope you guys think of a better plan."

"Hermione!" Harry yelped, but when she failed to warp away, they all relaxed.

"I don't get it, what did you-?"

"It's a maze!" She replied, repeating the process and stepping on the next green tile. "There's only one safe way out of this room, we just have to follow the green tiles and not step on the blue ones!"

Following in her footsteps carefully, Hillevi left Ron in Harry's more capable hands and stepped ahead, ready in case another puzzle came at them.

"What happens if we stand on a blue tile?" Harry wondered. "Where did Neville and Flora go to?"

"Maybe…Maybe they're dead." Ron whispered.

"Dumbledore made these." The Valhallan reminded them, surprisingly calm. "He wouldn't do anything to harm us. This is like the Hoppip."

"Precisely. I bet the blue tiles warp you to a holding room where he can talk to you."

"Which means we need to work quickly." Harry decided. "Once the headmaster realizes Neville wasn't alone, he'll come down here to stop us. We have to get the Master Ball and hide it before then."

"But…But what happens after that?" Ron asked, nervous. "We'll still be in trouble, mate. We could be expelled!"

"There are more important things than school, Ron."

"Surprisingly, I thought you'd be saying that to Hermione." Hillevi noted, Drumfire growling nervously against her neck.

"Come on, guys!" Said Gryffindor called, tapping her pencil and following a twisting path around the room. "I think we're close!"

"Slow down, Hermione!" The Valhallan called, looking back worriedly at Ron as he struggled to keep up with the fast pace.

"Hillevi Horrendous Haddock the Third, we have to go fast and that's what I'm doing!"

"And she didn't want to come in the first place." Ron grumbled, a touch too loudly.

"And you, Ronald Weasley! If you hadn't-!"

"HERMIONE!" The three screamed before Hermione was enveloped by blue light and warped away.

"Bloody hell! What happened?"

"I…I don't know."

Heart starting to race, Hillevi looked around wildly for another green tile, but found the path a dead end surrounded by blue light.

_There was no way out_.

"Look!" Ron shouted, pointing back to the first tile, which flashed before activating.

Then the next green tile activated, and the next, until their path started to disappear at a rapid pace on their heels.

"MOVE!"

The trio took off, trying to stay on their dwindling patches of safety, and Hillevi's heartbeat pounded in her ears as Drumfire whined low in her ears.

That last green tile, it had to be it, _had to be_, they just had to get there-

"JUMP!"

They hit hard just as it activated, and were deposited on wooden flooring, the drip-drip-drip of water making the air dank and musty smell in Hillevi's nose.

Sitting up with a groan, she pressed a hand to the baby Pokemon trembling against her neck and looked around, finding nothing but stone falls and ancient wooden beams overhead.

"Look." Harry voiced, and they turned to see a mirror standing off to one side.

"Bloody hell." Ron muttered, confused. "What's the Mirror of Jirachi doing here? Where's the Master Ball?"

A chill went down her spine as a fourth voice answered him.

"That is what I'd like to know."
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Before Hillevi could even properly grip Meatlug's Poke Ball, a heavy blow landed on the side of her head that sent the girl sprawling, vision swimming like murky ocean water in a storm.

Drumfire's horrified, angry shriek rang hollow in her ears, like it came from a great distance, and she groaned at the warmth that trickled past one eye.

"Levi!"

Harry's voice echoed through her head, and it was so strange to have someone shake her shoulder without really feeling the movement, mind swirling like disturbed water and static.

"You bastard!" Ron shouted, crashing whitecaps on the horizon.

Forcing herself to take in a deep breath, voices like white noise in the back of her struggling mind, Hillevi dragged consciousness back inch by inch.

Harry and Ron were in danger, and she was not about to lie there while whoever had struck her-_a sickening twist of her stomach said that the voice had belonged to Professor Quirrell, not Snape, and they had been __**wrong wrong wrong**_-hurt her friends.

Blinking her eyes open, she let out a shuddering breath at the blood that tinged half her world pink and focused.

There was Harry in front of the mirror, Quirrell at his back and a horrible deformed face marring his chest, and Ron was a few yards away, nursing one arm as a Doduo held Eevee down and watched him with one head at a time.

Drumfire was pressed tight against her neck, trembling and whining with terror, and she reached down slowly…

Harry ducked a moment before Meatlug roared, tackling Doduo into a wall, a stream of fire forcing Quirrell to retreat a few steps from the heat.

A blast of dark energy kept the mad professor and his wraith from turning on her, and Professor Dumbledore revealed himself, Sableye crouched by his side.

"Dumbledore." Quirrell snarled, the grotesque face on his chest sneering.

"Quintin." The old professor replied sadly. "I am sorry I failed you."

"Failed me? Have you gone senile, old man?"

"No, Quintin, I fear it is you that has lost his senses. I do not know what brought you to make this choice and serve this wraith. I can only hope that you did it unwillingly."

Straightening, Quirrell recalled his Doduo, still pinned under a growling Meatlug, and sent out a Golurk instead.

Sharpshoot bristled, standing protectively in front of her trainer, as Meatlug shifted to guard Harry and Ron, armor vibrating with her rage.

"I joined with my master willingly. He has already escaped death, and his mastery of this world is unparalleled! His power flows through me, and together we will rebuild Team Nocturne and bring Avalon to it's knees! Golurk, Thunder Punch!"

Sableye took the blow for his trainer, hitting the wall before lurching forward and delivering a devastating Shadow Claw that sent the Golurk to one knee, copper clasps ripped away.

"I had wondered if the madness that now plagues you had begun before or after your bonding with the wraith. I see now it was clearly before." Dumbledore replied, moving in front of Harry as a physical shield, Meatlug roaring a challenge to the possessed professor. "That wraith will never share power with you, Quirrell! You have taken him on believing you would hold chains of strength, but instead they are the strings with which your puppet master will control you."

"You lie!" Quirrell retorted, devoted as any zealot. "I will be his second in command! No longer will be the name Quintin Quirrell be looked down upon with deriding sneers! All will worship me or die!"

Levering herself up on her elbows, head heavy and aching as if filled with spiked stones, Hillevi watched Sableye battle as his trainer engaged the mad professor in a war of words.

"And how do you propose to gain such power? There is only one true Master Ball, Quintin, and let me assure you that there is no way to make another. Silph assured me that there will only ever be one true Master Ball, and I doubt your Lord will share."

Quirrell laughed, like a man who realized the whole universe was a joke, and blew away any theories they might have made.

"You honestly we came here for the Master Ball to use it? No, no, the power of that ball is not what it can do, but what allows it to achieve such power. I studied the Master Ball legends all year, and now know it is not the heart of a Togekiss or a Steelix's eye polished to a perfect shine…No, the secret within that-"

The man shrieked in pain as the wraith took over his limbs, and Hillevi stumbled to her feet, covering Drumfire's ears with one hand.

"Enough of your talk, fool!" The wraith growled, mouth twisted into a painful-looking sneer. "You have your doubts, don't you, Albus? You wonder if this is not some trick, it can not be that Lord Voldemort returns. You are thinking that right now, aren't you? You are puzzling over in that brain of yours just how this all came to pass, and trying to find the falsehood that will prove it all to be lies. There are none. I am Lord Voldemort, leader of Team Nocturne, and I will have what is mine. Death could not stop me, your traps could not stop me, and your skill will not stop me!"

Shifting forward, Hillevi steadied herself, heart starting to pound.

"You always knew me so well, Albus." Voldemort taunted. "A pity more fools like Quirrell do not listen to your words. If they thought as you do, I would never have achieved the power I did in my first life. Lucky for me, Avalon is full of moronic, greedy dreamers like Quirrell here, who make my existence so much easier."

The body lurched forward, like a marionette.

"I will have the Master Ball, either freely or coated in your blood!"

Dumbledore was caught off-guard by his opponent's speed, falling to one side as Voldemort reached to wrap his hands around Harry's throat-

But Hillevi had seen what was about to happen, and she was not about to let it.

"MEATLUG!"

The Steel-type let out a Metal Burst that knocked the puppet-body back, following up with a Heavy Slam that had Quirrell crying out in pain as bones snapped.

Sharpshoot leapt into action next, a Slash just barely missing her target as her tail whipped around to smack Quirrell right across the face in retaliation for the harm bestowed upon her trainer.

But Voldemort did not care if the body he occupied was damaged, only that he get the Master Ball, and he smacked Sharpshoot out of the air with contempt before kicking Meatlug into a wall with surprising strength.

Tears stung at her eyes as Hillevi scrambled forward, heart pounding a tattoo of panic against the inside of her ribs.

Harry choked as hands wrapped around his throat, and Quirrell shrieked as she tackled him, pounding with fists and lashing out with her prosthetic in a frantic attempt to free her friend.

But nothing was working, _nothing was working_, and Harry was-

"Powder Snow!"

Shocked by the sudden cold, Hillevi fell to the stone floor as Quirrell jerked away, head coated in an icy prison as he fell back, twitching and scrabbling in an attempt to free himself.

Voldemort screamed in outrage, unable to regain control in the face of such pain, until death claimed his puppet's life.

Ron and Cubchoo stared, wide-eyed, at the unforeseen consequence of their actions.

The sight was, unfortunately, familiar for Hillevi.

Purple miasma rose from the corpse, with green flame-eyes and a gaping mouth surrounding by a swirl of green orbs, and the cloud let out a furious shriek before rocketing out of the chamber.

Trembling with adrenaline, Hillevi could only stare at where it had disappeared, blood sluggishly dripping down her face.

_Well, shit_.
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Leaning heavily on her elbow, Hillevi poked at her morning oatmeal, absentmindedly picking at the gauze taped to her forehead.

Even two weeks after their grand adventure, her head still ached, though the threat of a coma from concussion was long over.

"Are you alright, Levi?" Hermione wondered, attention shifting from her Pokemon at the movement in her peripheral.

"Yeah." The Valhallan replied, managing a tired, lopsided smile. "Just another headache."

Sharpshoot grunted, chewing slowly on a lamb bone, and Meatlug let out a low, sleepy hum around the chunk of metal in her mouth.

"And maybe lack of sleep." Hillevi admitted, a touch sheepish. "I've…been having a little trouble relaxing."

"Is it because of what happened?" Neville voiced, brow furrowing in concern.

Harry and Ron averted their eyes, still guilty about what had happened that night, and she frowned.

"No, it's not that. I just…"

The reddish-brunette hesitated a moment, checking to see if anyone sitting within earshot was paying any attention before continuing.

"Remember Halloween?"

The four Gryffindors nodded, clearly recalling how shaken Hillevi had been as she admitted her heritage and the near-kidnapping that happened as a result.

"Ever since then, I've noticed these Pokemon watching the castle from out in the lake. They never seem to come closer or leave, just…sit there."

Growling low, the thigh bone between Sharpshoot's jaws audibly cracked as Meatlug sheered the metal apart with a violent wrench of her head.

"The Outcasts may not be the sharpest axes in the forge, but…"

Hillevi wavered a moment, unwilling to put into words what she felt, as if that alone would make it real.

"Alvin is different. He's greedy, but he's also _smart_, and I don't want to think about why he's waited so long to make a move."

"Maybe he learned his lesson?" Ron suggested, ignoring Hermione's glare over talking with his mouth full. "I mean, they tried once and bungled it rather spectacularly, so maybe they just…gave up?"

"Vikings don't give up." Hillevi replied simply, as if informing them that Sharpshoot was a Charmander, or that Meatlug was a dual Steel/Rock-type.

"Why would he want to take you?" Neville wondered, brow furrowing in thought. "So you can teach him how to raise baby Dragon-types?"

"No." She answered, eyes downcast and fingers wrapping around the Poke Ball hanging from her neck. "Not just that."

Neville went pale as he realized exactly what they were after, and Flora growled.

"Toothless."

"It's not like he can just take him, right?" Harry voiced, nervous fingers running through Eevee's fur. "He's your Pokemon."

Chewing on her lower lip, Hillevi considered how to voice the theory that had been haunting her.

"Even in Avalon, there are a lot of ways to have people at least…share their Pokemon."

"It's true." Hermione voiced, all of her research and study happy to be shared. "Parents often leave their Pokemon with children when they pass or are incapable of caring for them, and certain Pokemon are rare and powerful enough that the Gym Leaders often investigate if the owner is competent enough to own them."

"Things aren't…quite like that in Valhalla." Hillevi admitted, nervous hands petting over Sharpshoot's warm hide as Meatlug curled into the curve of her elbow.

"Though a Viking's Pokemon are left to their family in the case of their deaths, it's more a guardianship on the Pokemon's part, as a final service to their fallen comrade. It wasn't until recently that anyone even had more than two Pokemon, though I still hold the record at seven."

"Still don't see how anyone could take Toothless." Ron voiced, shoving another cinnamon roll in his mouth as Cubchoo slobbered over a fudgesicle.

The old words chilled her blood, falling from numb lips.

"A man's greatest possession is his wife, and all his wife holds."

The sentence hung ominously in the air, like a guillotine, as the group absorbed their meaning.

"You can't get _married_!" Ron choked out around his mouthful, going red. "You're _eleven_!"

"I've been considered an adult since The Battle." She informed them, subdued. "It's normally a carefully-planned, coming-of-age thing in Valhalla, where a young person goes out to fight against a powerful Pokemon alone for the first time. No one ever bothered to change the wording, probably figured no one as young as me would ever do it…"

"But then Kyogre and Groudon attacked." Hermione whispered, hugging Ralts close.

"Toothless wouldn't listen to anyone else." Hillevi explained, as if trying to convince herself. "He was the only Pokemon on the whole island who had a chance, and I was the only person he would fight with. Even after everything, I just couldn't…"

Meatlug whined, low and comforting, while Sharpshoot pressed back into their girl's chest, tail-flame sparking blue with old anger.

"There's no changing the past." Harry voiced, firm.

"He's right." Ron agreed, shaking off his surprise. "There's gotta be something we can do to stop this!"

Jolted back into action, Hermione whipped out her Dex and immediately started scrolling, intent.

"I'm sure I can find something in one of the books I downloaded on Valhallan culture. There's a chapter on courting rituals in one of them, I'm sure of it…"

Watching them start brainstorming ways to foil Alvin's suspected plans, Hillevi felt a tight knot of emotion swell in her chest, sweet and warm and borderline painful.

Gaze dropping to the black Poke Ball hanging near her heart once more, she enfolded the vibrating shell in her palm, resigned.

There was only one way out…

And Hillevi doubted she would survive it.


	30. Chapter 29

Collapsing on the long grass, Hillevi wheezed, fingers slack on the handles of two curved daggers stabbed into the dirt on either side.

Wearing only chest bindings and shorts, sole foot bare, she basked in the shade from the tiny island's trees while catching her breath.

Stormfly trilled in concern, fluttering about her head with a water bottle held carefully in tiny feel, and the reddish-brunette smiled as she accepted the cool liquid.

"Thanks, Stormy."

Taking a few deep swallows as Stormfly landed on her sweat-damp hair and Drumfire hopped onto one shoulder, Hillevi looked towards where Sharpshoot and Meatlug were sparring, Hookfang and Skullcrusher cheering on whichever side they felt like at the time.

Releasing a spray of blue flame that forced Meatlug to abort her Heavy Slam to dodge, Sharpshoot leapt through her own attack and Slashed at the Steel-type's face, missing by bare centimeters as the Aron spun away at the last moment.

A Metal Burst struck the Fire-type in midair, sending her toppling head-over-heels over the grass, forepaws clutching at the long stalks to slow down.

Leaping away before Meatlug's Iron Head could connect, Sharpshoot fired a Flamethrower through the resulting cloud of dust, singing the other's armor as she barely Dug away in time.

Crouched on all fours, the Charmander scanned the now-silent battlefield, tail-flame held high as she tried to figure out where-_and when_-the next attack would come from.

The ground rumbled a moment before Meatlug broke through, catching the Fire-type in the side despite her last-minute attempt to twist away, and she squealed as a defensive Ember caught her full in the face.

"Alright, that's enough." Hillevi called, shoving herself up despite the protest of every muscle.

The fight ended immediately, and Sharpshoot winced as Meatlug nudged her bruises with a low whine, grumbling her own apologies back as she licked the soot from the Steel-type's face-mask.

Sliding the knives away into their specially-made sheathes, Hillevi dropped to her knees and passed a hand over each of her Pokemon, visually checking for any serious injuries.

"You both did great." She assured, relieved that both were alright. "You've definitely gotten faster."

Meatlug chirped at the praise, stump of a tail practically wagging, while Sharpshoot huffed, a tiny smile hidden in the corner of her mouth.

"Let's all take five and get a bite to eat." Hillevi decided, forcing herself to stand despite shaky knees.

Nodding in thanks as Skullcrusher and Hookfang brought over her sweater-dress and boot, she smiled at each of them proudly.

"Don't want to miss lunch."
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It did not go unnoticed by the four First Years how much harder Hillevi was training over the next few weeks.

Poppy had shared her concerns after the first week or so, where she had spent each evening nursing Sharpshoot and Meatlug back to perfect condition while mothering the exhausted Valhallan into a hot meal at the same time.

Seeing Hillevi outside of meals became as rare as spotting Ho-Oh, and skipped meals was not a new concept either, though the Clefairy were certainly on top of keeping the girl and her Pokemon fed.

Harry, however, could not help the curl of dread in his stomach, because there was training and then there was _preparing_, and he knew which one this was.

The question was…

_What was Hillevi not telling them?_
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The Great Hall buzzed with early morning conversation, an almost sleepy hum as breakfast was finally set upon the tables by bouncing Clefairy, and Hillevi smiled as she watched all of the Pokemon mingle amongst themselves across the table.

Stormfly twittered a sun-song as Ralts, Snorunt and Togepi cuddled into her cottony wings, while Drumfire shared a mango with Ludwig as he hummed along, ears low in relaxation.

Hookfang and Skullcrusher shoved and wrestled playfully with Cubchoo and Neville's Snover, Sam, squealing in surprise when a sneeze sprayed them with icy snot, and mumbled apologies to Flora whenever she glared.

Sharpshoot was sprawled on her belly, blinking lazily as she gnawed on a bone, with Eevee curled into her side for a short nap and Meatlug snoring in the warm glow of her tail-flame.

Chewing slowly on her French Toast, Hillevi let the calmness wash over her, tight muscles slowly unwinding along her shoulders.

Maybe she had been worried over nothing.

Alvin probably had given up, decided to try something new.

_Maybe_…

An alarm blared, loud as a Noivern's shriek, and all of those hopeful thoughts were gone.

Leaping to her feet, Hillevi was at the nearest window in a moment, scanning the lake frantically.

_Where were the sentries?_

It felt like the entire island shook, right down to the castle's foundations, and she knew exactly where they were.

Toothless' ball rattled violently as she whipped back around, already returning her four younger Pokemon to their own Poke Balls as the professors realized what was going on and tried to calm the students down.

"Levi!" Harry shouted, already at her side and with the others not far behind. "What's-?"

"There's no time." She cut in, pulling Toothless' furiously vibrating Poke Ball from her neck and shoving the five spheres into Harry's chest. "I need you to take my Pokemon and run."

"What?" He choked out, confused, as the others tried to figure out what was going on. "I can't-"

"It's Alvin." Hillevi informed them, practically shaking with adrenaline as Sharpshoot and Meatlug flanked her. "Those men out there, they will take Toothless and my babies, and they will _hurt them_. If I can't do this, if I…"

Tears threatened to fall, choking her words, but she pushed on.

"If I lose, I want you to take them and run."

Harry could only nod, unable to form words, and the Valhallan paused only for a moment, resigned and sad.

"Be careful."

It's all she can choke out before taking off towards the front entrance of Hogwarts, Sharpshoot and Meatlug on her heels as she ran through the chaotic hallways.

The harsh static of a megaphone screeched through the air as she approached the massive doors, echoing off the walls.

"_**People of Hogwarts!**_" A voice boomed, rough even with the scratch of electricity on the edges. "_**I am Alvin the Treacherous, chief of the Outcasts!**_"

A massive Viking ship had run aground right outside Hogwarts' front door, all dark wood and rusted spikes, and a pair of shiny red Gyarados roared challenges at the giant Tentacruel that had obviously tried to block their path, Lapras shielded by his flailing tentacles.

Dumbledore had beaten her outside, standing on the grass flanked by Professor McGonagall and Professor Snape as the gangplank lowered for Alvin and his men to disembark.

"Ah, Dumbledore, just the man I wanted to see." The Viking Chief stated, grinning like a Sharpedo. "You see, word is that you've been hiding the Dragon Conqueror here at your little school. If you just hand her over…"

The '_your school will still be left standing_' was left unsaid.

Dumbledore released his Sableye, the twinkle gone from his eyes as his comrades also released their Bisharp and Seviper respectively.

"We will not."

Hillevi trembled as she watched the slow grin cut across Alvin's face, as if those had been the exact words he wanted to hear.

"Well, if that's the case…"

His hand rose, about to signal his men, and all of that worry and dread and fear was swallowed by righteous fury.

She had met her first friends in these walls, had learned and trained and _bled_ here, with them, and _no one_ was going to destroy that.

"No."

Her voice, soft and even, cut right across the battlefield like an arrow.

All eyes turned to the young Valhallan, shoulders straight and head held high, gold stars shining like sparks in her green eyes.

Stepping past the barricade of professors, for all the world like a warrior queen stepping down from her throne, Hillevi stopped a few yards away, Sharpshoot and Meatlug at her sides.

Alvin was almost as big as Stoick, dark and rough, with calculating eyes and a sharp smirk where Stoick was brash and loud and surprisingly gentle.

It struck Hillevi then that this man wanted to hurt her father, wanted to take everything he still had left, and a fire lit in the depths of her soul.

"I am Hillevi Horrendous Haddock the Third, daughter of Stoick the Vast." She claimed, a fierceness under her firm voice that none of the adults had ever heard before. "I am heir to the Ancient and Noble House of Haddock. I am next in line as Chief of Berk and High Chieftain of Valhalla. I am the Tamer of Dragons, Champion of Rayquaza, the great Sky Dragon. I faced Kyogre and Groudon alone on the Day of Bright Sun, and lived to tell the tale."

Sharpshoot barked, spitting flames, and Meatlug growled like an agitated old engine, steely blue eyes locked on the enemy.

"In protection of Hogwarts, and of my shield-brothers, I challenge you to an Honor Duel."

Hillevi ignored the uneasy shuffle of the Vikings and professors around her, focusing every bit of her attention on Alvin, mind racing.

After a few uneasy moments, the chief grinned, slow and dangerous, like a pleased Persian faced with a foolish Rattata.

"What are your terms, Dragon Conqueror?"

"We face each other one-on-one, no outside interference on either side." She explained, fingers curling into nervous fists. "We each only use two Pokemon. The winner is whoever fails to stand after a count of ten."

"And if I win?" Alvin wondered, almost nonchalant, as he grabbed two Ultra Balls off his belt.

"I…I will come quietly." Hillevi admitted, stomach twisting. "If I win, you and your men will leave Hogwarts and never approach me again."

A flash of bright light, and Alvin was flanked by a Bastiodon and a Nidoking, who reared back and roared as if the battle was already won.

"I accept your terms, girl."

Instead of cowering, as he likely expected, Sharpshoot squared her shoulders and roared back while Meatlug widened her stance, ready.

"Good."

The two smaller Pokemon leapt into action without a moment's hesitation, already zeroed in on their chosen opponent.

Bastiodon shrieked as a Flamethrower caught him full in the face, and Nidoking stumbled back with a cry as a Mud-Slap temporarily blinded him, leaving the Poison/Ground-type open to a Heavy Slam that sent him sprawling.

Alvin was just as surprised to have Hillevi suddenly in his guard, lashing out with two wickedly-long knives at his neck, and immediately went on the defensive, blocking her quick slashes and strikes with his bracers.

Leaping over the glowing rocks Bastiodon sent her way, Sharpshoot spewed a Smokescreen straight into the Rock/Steel-type's eyes before disappearing into the sooty cloud like a wraith.

All any of the spectators could make out were flashes of light and shadows, the pained roars of the Bastiodon and the Charmander's answering growls as rocks flew from the dark mist in erratic patterns.

Shrugging off Nidoking's Poison Sting, Meatlug crashed into the prone Pokemon with a Headbutt and released a Metal Burst at close range that made the ground explode beneath them in a shroud of dust and torn grass.

Hillevi herself was a whirlwind of blades, not staying in one place any longer than a moment, stabbing and slashing at whatever weak points she could find in Alvin's armor.

_If she could just_-

His arm swung around unexpectedly, catching her right in the ribs, and Hillevi was sent flying off her feet, tumbling over the grass with a breathless cry as her shoulder let out a sickening _pop_.

_And just like, the tides turned_.

Sharpshoot was flung from her Smokescreen thanks to a lucky strike from Bastiodon's Ancient Power, pinned to the grass by the broken chunks, and Meatlug was tossed off by Nidoking's Thrash before his Horn Drill had her crashing through a tree with a yelp.

Pain flared across her chest with every breath, and Hillevi hissed through clenched teeth as she forced herself upright, right arm hanging uselessly.

Alvin laughed, lifting his foot to slam her back down-

The tiny Viking twisted out of the way, lashing out with her prosthetic, and the larger man yelped as a hidden blade scored a hit along the outside of his thigh.

Pinning Sharpshoot with one foot, Bastiodon raised his head to prepare for a Metal Burst-

The Rock/Steel-type cried out as flaming fangs sunk into his flesh, rearing away from the pain and fling her free of the debris.

Nidoking's curled paw struck the glowing dome of Meatlug's Protect, and was driven back a few paces by her Iron Tail, giving the tiny Steel-type room to retreat back to her companion.

Crouched on her prosthetic, left arm wrapped around her throbbing ribs, Hillevi aimed her remaining blade at the larger Viking, air hissing between her teeth.

The watching students were silent, even the Slytherins unable to find any satisfaction in this losing battle, and Hermione choked on a sob as she watched Meatlug help Sharpshoot to her feet.

"Levi…"

Alvin laughed uproariously at her defiance, adrenaline and bloodlust running high as his wound leaked red.

"You've got spirit, for such a little thing." He praised, grin turning manic. "I'll enjoy breaking it!"

Pain slowed her movements just enough, and Alvin's fist caught her full in the chest, sending the small Valhallan tumbling back head-over-heels with a winded yelp as the breath was knocked from her lungs.

Nidoking tore right through Sharpshoot's Flamethrower with a Horn Drill that scored a deep trench in Meatlug's armor as she leapt to the Charmander's defense.

Before either could regain their bearing, Bastiodon struck with a Metal Burst that had both smaller Pokemon landing beside their trainer in a tangled heap.

Hillevi felt her ribs creak, broken edges rubbing against each other painfully with each breath, and bit back a sob that tried to work its way free.

_Legendaries, everything __**hurt**_.

Shoving herself onto her right side, hissing at the pins-and-needles feeling that resulted from putting pressure on the useless arm, she brandished the knife in a weak threat, Pokemon shielded from sight with her body.

"Is that all?" Alvin taunted, flanked by his silent, triumphant Pokemon. "Is this the strength of the _Ancient_ and _Noble_ House of Haddock?"

Glaring up at the dark chief, Hillevi bared her teeth in a snarl as she forced words out from her compressed lungs.

"I won't…let you hurt them…"

Sharpshoot wobbled onto her feet, growling in agreement as she scowled, and Meatlug rumbled in sync.

"We'll see."

Bastiodon took a deep breath, readying the finishing blow, and Hillevi twisted to cover her Pokemon-

With battle cries, Sharpshoot and Meatlug leapt to meet the threat, and the light that burst from their skin was blinding.

It was as if the whole world stopped spinning in that next moment.

Sharpshoot roared as she flew straight at Nidoking, her clawed paw swinging forward in a Brick Break that sent the large Poison/Ground-type flying straight into the lake, and the ground quaked violently under Meatlug's feet as she landed, throwing Bastiodon horribly off-balance before slamming into him with a Rollout that had him joining Nidoking in the water.

Grabbing onto the Steel/Rock-type's new back-spikes, Sharpshoot used her momentum to rocket towards Alvin at an unbelievable speed, hitting him with a Flame Charge straight in the chest that ended with him through the side of his own ship a few yards away.

Stunned and speechless, Hillevi slowly sat up, wide green eyes on her Pokemon as the Outcasts rushed to retrieve their chief's Pokemon and retreat.

_They_…

Tears welled up as they turned to her, so very different than before, but with the same worried, loving eyes she remembered.

"You evolved…"

The Charmeleon was in her lap the next moment, heavier and sharper than before-_but just as warm_-, and the Lairon pressed close, rumbling so deep that she felt it in her bones.

Hillevi was crying now, in relief and pain and _joy_, because she had never thought they would win, that they would evolve, but they _had_, and everything was alright again.

Hugging Sharpshoot close, the Valhallan leaned into Meatlug's metallic hide and laughed, oblivious to the cheering students and worried professors that approached.

_Finally, things were really starting to look up_.
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Hillevi ended up with three broken ribs, a dislocated shoulder, and a myriad of deep bruises all over her torso.

After quite a bit of fretting and fussing once her shoulder was popped back into place, Poppy wrapped her ribs and rubbed ointment on the bruises to help them heal before ordering her to sleep.

Meatlug curled up by her bedside in the infirmary with Sharpshoot leaning on her armored hide, both watching the door and windows while she settled in with her baby dragons.

Stormfly and Drumfire were tiny little balls of feathers and fur on either side of her neck, comforted by the steady pulse there, while Skullcrusher and Hookfang were curled under her arms, snuffling and shifting uneasily.

Toothless' Poke Ball was a warm weight over her heart, vibrating in concern and annoyance, but Hillevi could hardly blame him.

_She hadn't exactly been expecting to win, either_.

* * *

><p>The last meal in the Great Hall was in full swing, plates groaning under the weight of food and goblets sloshing with rich fruit juices that tasted like wine.<p>

There was a dulled edge to the chatter, however, even a week after the Honor Battle, but no one wanted to say anything.

Even knowing Hillevi was alright did little to lighten Harry's mood, and he knew the others agreed.

Hermione still berated herself for not figuring out a better way to handle the problem, and Ron was tense with guilt from not being able to help at all, while Neville quietly pushed around his food, solemn.

All of Gryffindor table was just as subdued, but they were hardly the only ones; even Professor Snape seemed to ignore any conversation during his class about the girl's wellbeing rather than docking points.

The creak of hinges brought the whole room's attention to the main doors, and it felt like everyone was holding their breath.

Meatlug's great metal head shoved the heavy wood slab open, and Hillevi shuffled in around her, leaning on Sharpshoot for support on her left side.

Bruises were visible through the thin green tank top she wore, as well as the pressure wrap around her ribs, a sling holding her right arm up and immobile from the dislocation.

But when she looked up, Hillevi gave that sheepish, lopsided smile, and it was like all those worries were gone.

She was alive and healing, she had _won_, and the relief was almost palpable.

Harry could not say where the clapping started, but it was quickly picked up by the entire Great Hall, a roar of cheering and thunder that seemed to echo through all of Hogwarts, and the Valhallan ducked her head, freckled cheeks flushing red.

Meatlug roared in response, like a great metallic Pyroar to his pride, and Sharpshoot released a bloom of flame that had Fred and George, to their credit, hollering in delight.

The reddish-brunette squeaked when Hermione practically tackled her with a hug, teary-eyed and babbling apologies, and she hesitated a moment before patting the other girl's back, shoulders slumping.

Ron, Neville and Harry surrounded them, clapping her gently on the shoulder and offering their congratulations, and then the rest of Gryffindor huddled around, proudly proclaiming her the bravest of their house.

Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw joined the huddle next, full of gratitude and questions, while Slytherin stayed on the fringes, the older students giving the occasional nod in thanks.

In the center of this maelstrom, Hillevi held on to her Pokemon and looked around with shiny eyes, overwhelmed with surprise and this deep sense of _belonging_ she had never really felt before.

Dumbledore cleared a path through the crowd, that twinkle back in his eyes, and she looked up in confusion as the four First Years moved to flank her with Sharpshoot and Meatlug.

"I am glad to see you are well." He voiced, hands hidden in the folds of his lab coat. "Now that you are here, I can make this announcement without repeating myself."

The crowd grew quiet, curious, and the Headmaster smiled as he pulled a red cap out of hiding.

"Hillevi Horrendous Haddock the Third, in honor of your bravery in protection of Hogwarts, it is with great joy that I offer you a permanent placement in Gryffindor House."

The roar from the House of the Brave was deafening, disorienting, and Hillevi's mind spun.

"I…"

But there were her friends, right at her back, and the decision did not seem so life-altering after all.

"I would be honored."
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It takes until the end of the school year for Hillevi to heal fully from her battle with Alvin.

The time was spent helping her friends study for their final tests, offering encouragement and assurances during some of Hermione's more frantic moments, happy to be of assistance.

That was certainly better than fretting over what her father would say about her-_admittedly reckless_-decision to battle Alvin, no matter how justified it was.

If she had not challenged him to an Honor Battle first, Alvin would have proclaimed it a Courtship Battle instead, and that was not something Hillevi _ever_ needed to deal with.

Still, Stoick was not known for being reasonable all that reasonable when angry, and she was resigned to a nice, loud lecture either way.

_It would be worth being yelled at, to see him again_.

* * *

><p>Being in Hogwarts after the students were gone was strange, like the volume suddenly being muted on a program without you realizing.<p>

Even knowing that she had spent plenty of time there alone the summer before, Hillevi could admit to missing the company of her new friends.

Sprawling out by the lakeshore, grass tickling her skin through the tank top and shorts she had pulled on, the reddish-brunette sighed up at the clouds drifting by.

Drumfire flapped about a few yards away, strengthening his wings for real flight, and Stormfly fluttered around him, chirping encouragement to her fellow Flying-type.

Hookfang and Skullcrusher wrestled playfully on her other side, nipping and whacking at each other with their tails, less antagonistic than they had been only a year before.

Feet tucked under her dark grey belly, Meatlug curled her head around Hillevi's right side as if to shield the girl's weaker side, happily chatting with the Tentacruel that had pulled itself into the shallow water.

Sharpshoot was propped against the Valhallan's hip, tail-flame curled around to keep from burning exposed skin, sharpening the bone of a mutton with her larger fangs while watching the horizon.

Toothless' long body was wrapped loosely around their little group, his great head resting on curled paws as he napped in the warming summer sunlight, and Hillevi smiled at the sight.

At least now she could let the Rayquaza out of his Poke Ball without worrying, if there was enough space.

Reaching back to pat warm metal, the Valhallan finally relaxed as her Pokemon filled the air with noise.

Sharpshoot twitched, dark green eyes narrowed on something in the water, and Toothless cracked one open in curiosity.

"What is it?" Hillevi wondered, rolling up onto one side as Meatlug raised her head, unnaturally still.

Then Sharpshoot relaxed, grunting a reply, and Toothless smiled, returning to his nap without a single concern.

Shaking the tension away, Meatlug chirped to the Tentacruel in answer as Hillevi sat fully upright, one hand resting on the horn cresting her Charmeleon's head.

A Lapras was approaching from the direction of Le Fay's Crossing, apart from the herd that was already milling about in the lake's deeper waters, and she straightened as a smaller shape broke the water's surface by the Pokemon's fins.

_Was that…?_

Heart pounding in her ears, Hillevi scrambled up with only a couple slips of the prosthetic and ran to the shoreline, straining to see the people on the Water/Ice-type's shell.

_Was it really…?_

The comparatively-tiny form dove under and rocketed towards her as another detached from the Lapras' back and flew at breakneck speeds over the water.

Hillevi almost cried as she realized who they were.

"Heracross! Dewgong!"

The Bug/Fighting-type almost bowled her right over in his excitement, buzzing so loudly that it started to rattle Hillevi's teeth as Dewgong leapt from the water, carefully butting her head against the girl's hip to get some attention, too.

Cradling Heracross close with one arm while rubbing Dewgong's forehead with the other, Hillevi let out a breathless little laugh, almost disbelieving.

"I missed you guys, too."

Sharpshoot barked a greeting, peacefully touching noses with the larger Water-type as Meatlug ambled over, Hookfang and Skullcrusher perched on her spiked back.

Stormfly and Drumfire circled overhead, chirping and trilling, until Heracross took off after them with a happy little buzz.

Turning as Lapras reached the shore, Hillevi went quiet as a familiar blonde figure dropped onto the sand, blue eyes locking on green as the other straightened.

"Astrid…"

It was like the floodgates opened, and the smaller Viking threw herself into the other girl's arms, crying and laughing all at once.

Thin, strong arms wrapped around her back, and Astrid just held her close, humming softly as her braid slipped over one shoulder.

The professors kept a respectful distance from the reunion, as much out of deference to the moment as from Toothless' glare, though Dumbledore smiled at the sight.

Pulling back after a few minutes, Hillevi let out a watery chuckle as she sniffled, rubbing at wet cheeks.

"S-Sorry…D-Didn't mean to cry all over you…"

Calloused fingertips brushed her jaw, and she looked up into familiar dark blue eyes, a smile softening Astrid's face as she leaned in to press a kiss against the smaller girl's quivering mouth.

"I missed you, too."

And just like that, it was like nothing had changed at all.


End file.
